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M E R O P . E. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

ACTI. SCENE I. 
ISMENIA, MEROPE. 
ISMENIA. 

LK T not) great queen, thy (oul for ever dwell 
On images of horror and defpair ; 
The ftorm is paft, and brighter days fucceed : 
Long haft thou tailed heav'nsfevcreit wrath. 
Enjoy its bounties now : the gods, thou feeft, 
Haveblefs'd our land with vifiory and peace; 
And proud MefTene, after fifteen years 
Of foul divifion and inteftine wars, 
Now from her ruins lifts her tow'ring front, 
Superior to misfortune : now no more 
Shalt thou behold her angry chiefs fupport 
Their jarring int'refts, and in guilt alone 
United, fpread defirudioni bloody andlUu^hlti^ 
Vol. IV. B 



O'er half thy kingdom, and difputc the throne 
Of good Crefphonces : but tte mmtftecs 
Of heav'n, the guardians of our facred laws. 
The rulers, and the people, foon (hall meet. 
Free in^thtir choice, to fix the pow'r fiipreme': 
If virtue gives the diadem, 'tis thine : 
Thine by irrevocable right : to thee. 
The widow of Cre^phontes, from Qur kingg - 
Defccndcd, muft ilcvolve Mcflene's throne : 
Thou, whom tnisfomiTies and lirm coiiftancy 
Have made but more illuftrious, and more dear 
Thou, to whopi cv*ry heart in fecret ty'J— 

MEROPE. 
No news of Narbas ! fhall I never fee 
My child again? 

ISMENIA. 
Defpairnot, madam: flaves 
Have been difpatch'd on every fide the paths 
Of Elis all are open to their fearch : 
Doubtlefs the objed of your fears is placed 
In faithful hands, who will reftpre to you 
Their facred truft. 

MEROPE. 
Immortal gods ! who fee 
My bitter griefs, will ye rdlore my fon ? 
IsmjrjEgiSttus tiviag i tavc -jouftiv'd 
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My wretched infant f O prcferve him ftUl, 
Andihield him from the cruel murthVer's hand ! 
He is your fon, the pure the fpoclefs blood 
Of your Alcides. Will you not prote^ 
The dear dear image of the beft of men. 
The beft of lungs, wbofe aihes I adore. 

ISMENIA. 
But wherefore muft this tender paffion tura 
Thy foul aiide from ev*ry other purpofe ? 

MEROPE. 
lam a mother: can'ft thou wonder yet? 

ISMENIA. • 
A mother's fondnefs fliou'd not thus efface 
The duty of a queen, your charafler. 
And noble rank ; tho* in his infant years 
You lov'd this fon, yet little have ydu feen 
Or known of him. 

MEROPE. 
Not feen him, mylfmenia? 
he is always prefcnt to my heart. 
Time has no powV to lopfe fuch bonds as thefe j 
His danger ftill awakens all my fears. 
And doubles my affedtion : once Tve heard 
From Narbas, and but once thefe four years paft^ 
And th^t aJas 1 but made me more \ud]^2l^^ • 

B 2 R^^^ 
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^giflhus, then he told me, well defcrves 
A better fate j he's worthy of his mother,. 
And of the gods, his great progenitors j 
Kxpos'dto ev'rjr ill, his virtue braves. 
And will furmount them : hope for ev'ry thing 
From him, but be aware of Poliphontes. 

. (SMENIA. 

F/event him then, and take the reins of empire 
In your own hands* 

MEROPE. 
That empire is my*(bn*s : 
PerditiM on the cruel ftep-mother. 
The lover of herfelf,. the favage heart, 
Th^ cou'd enjoy the pleafuresof a throne. 
And difmherit her own blood ! O no : Ifmenia, 
If my iEgifthus lives not, what is empire. 
Or what is life to me ! I^fhou'd renounce them. 
I (bou'd hare dy^d Mrhen my unhappy lord 
Was bafely (lain, by men and gods betray *d. 
O perfidy ! O guilt ! O ! fatal day ! 

death ! for ever prefent to my light ! 
Methinks ev*n now 1 hear the difmal (hrieks, 

1 hear them cry, * O favetbe king, his wife. 
His fons:* I fee the walls all ftain'd with blood, 

71be£smingpsJaDt^ hdplefii wcxntn ctMSbTd 
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Beneath the fniDking ruins, fear and tumult 
On ev'ry lide, arms, torches, death, and horror : 
Then, rolFd in duft, and bathing in his blood,^ 
Crefphontes preis'd me to his arms, upra's'd 
His dying eyes, and took his lail farewell ; 
^Miilft his two haplefs babes, the tender fruits 
Of our firft love, thrown on the bleeding bofoni 
Of their dead father, lifted up the hands 
Ofinrxceuce^ and begg'd mctoprotei!^ tliem 
Againft the baurbrous murtherers ; ^gifthus 
Alone efcap'd : ibme god defended him. 
dkou who did'ft proted his infancy 
Watch o'er and guard him, bring him to my eyes . 
let him from inglorious foUtude 
Rife to the rank of his great anceftors ! 
r^t borne his abfence long, and groan'd In chains . 
Thefe fifiteen yesin : now let ^gifthus reign 
Infleadof Merope: for all my pains 
And forrows poft, be diat the great reward. . 

SCENE 11. 

MEROPE, ISMENIA, EURICLES^ 
ME ROPE. 

Well ! what of Narbas, and my fon ? 
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EURICLES. 

Confus*d 

I ftanU before thee j all our cares are vain ; 

We've fearch'd the banks o/Peneus, and the fields 

Of fair Olympia, even to the walls 

Of proud Salmoneus, but no Narbas there 

Is to be found or heard of, not a trace 

Remaining of him. 

MEROPE. 
Narbas is no morcy 

And all is loft. 

ISMENIA 
Whatever thy fears fuggcft* 
Thou ftill believ'ft ; and yet who knows but now» 
Ev'n ^hilft we fpeak, the happy Narbas comet 
To crown thy wiihes, and reftore thy fcn. 

EURICLES. 
Perhaps his love, tempered with fair difc^etion. 
Which long conceal d ^gifthus fVom theeyev 
Of men, may hide his purposed journey from thee : 
He dreacs the murthVers htod, and ftill proteAs him 
From thofe who ftcw Crefphontes : wfe muft ftrivc 
By artful methods to elude the- rage 
That cknnot be oppos'd : I have fecur'd 
Their paflage hither, andliave plac'd fome friends 
Of moft approved valour, whofe ftiarp eyes 
WilJ look abroad^ and fafe condud them to thee. 
. , - ^BLOPE 
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MEROPE. 
Pve placed my fureft confidence in thee. 

EURICLES. 

But what alas ! can all my watchfulnefs 

And faithful cares avail thee, when the people 

Already meet to rob thee of thy right. 

And place another on M.effene s throne ? 

Injuflice t/iutnphs, and the fhamelefs crpud^ 

In proud cqntemptof.facred Ists^s^ incline; 

To Poliphontes, . . , 

MEROPEi 

' Am'iairnfifovv; 

And lhall my fon return to be'i flave I 

To fee a fubjefl: rais'tf to thie'HIgh rank 

Of his great anceftofs, the bfood of Jove [ 

Debased, degraded, forc*d to own V mafterl 

Have I ho Friend, ho kind ftptel^dr left: ? 

Ungrateful fubjefl? ! h^ve. you no.re^^rcj, 

Norev'rence for the mem'ry of Cr^fphoptes ? 

Have you Yo foop forgot his |gl9riouV HecdsjJ 

His goodnefe to you ? * ' • * '^^** ' 

EURICLES^* *' 
Still his. naoie is4Wr 
Still theyiegret Utfh ft^l J*«t Wecip.lHs/^ . 

; B4 
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Atid pity thine : but pow'r intimidates. 

And makes them dread the wrath of Poliphontcs. 

MEROPE. 
Thus, by my people ftill opprefs'd, I fee 
Juftice give way to fadion, int'reft ftill. 
The arbiter of fete, fells needy virtue 
To powerful guilty the weak muft to the ftrong 
For ever yield : but let us hence, and ftrivc * 
To fire once more their coward hearts tongt 
And fierce refentment, for the injur'd blood 
Of Hercules : excite the people's love ; 
Flatter their hopes ; CXtell 'em, Euricles^ 
Tlieir mafter is retuf-n'd« 

EURICLES. 
^ IVe (aid too much 
Already ; Poliphontes is alarm'4 : 
He dreads your fon ^ he dreads ^nur very tears : 
HefU^ ambition, that holds nothing dear 
Or fiKrred but itfelf, has fillM his foul 
With bitternefs and pride : becaufe he drove 
The ruffian flaves from Pylos and Amphry fa. 
And (av'd Meflene from a band of robbers. 
He claims it as his cohqueft : for himfelf 
Alone he ads^ and wou'd enflave us all : 
He looks towards tbe'crowfti and to attaiait 
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Wou'd diraw down cv*ry fence, break every laWf 
S{»11 any blood tbatlhall oppofe him : they 
Who kill'd thy hufband were not mort revengeful, 
More bloody, than the cruel Poliphontes* 

MEROFE. 
I am entangled in fbme &tal fnare 
On ev'ry fide, danger and guilt furround me : 
This Poliphontes, this ambitious fubje£t, 

Whofc crimes 

EURICLES. 

He's here: youmuft diflemble. 

s c E N E.. nr.. 

MEROPE. POLIPHONTES. EROX.. 
POLIPHONTES. 

Madam, , 

At length I come to lay my heart before you : 

Fve ferv'd the flate, and my fuccefsful toils 

Have open'd me a pafTage to the throne : 

Th' aflembled chiefs a while fu(pend theif choice^ , 

But foon muft fix it, or. on Merppe, 

Or Pdifriiontes : the unhappy- fueds- 

That laid Meflene wafte, ai¥l fiU'd the land . 

Widi blood and daughter, all are bury'dnowv 

In peaceful harmony, and we alone. 

Rcmaui topart the fair inheritance.. 

B 5; m 
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We (houM fupport each other's mutual daioi ; 
Our common int'reft, and our common {oes^ 
LoTcefor our country, rcafon, duty, all 
Confpire to join us, all unite to fay 
The warrior, who reveng'd thy hufband, he 
Who fav'd thy kingdom, may afpire to thee* 
I know thefe hoary locks, and wrinkled brow. 
Have littfe charms to pleafe a youthful fair one. 
Thou'rt in the bloom of fpring, and may'ft defpife 
The winter of my days ; but ftatefmen heed not 
Such fond objections : let the royal wreath 
Hide thefe grey hairs, a fceptre and a queen 
Will recompenfe my toils : nor think me rafh. 
Or vain, you are the daughter of a king, 
I know you are, but your MeflTene wants*^ 
A mafter now ; therefore remember, madam. 
If you wou'd keep your right, you muft divide it. 

MEROPE. 
Heav'n, that aiBi6k me with its bitt'rcft woes^ 
Prepar'd me not for this, this cruel infult : 
How dar'ft thou a(k it ? wert thou not the fubjeA 
Of great Crefphontcs ? think'ft thou I will e'er 
Betray the mem'ry of my deareft lord. 
To (hare with thcc his fon's inheritance, 
Truft to thy hands his kingdom and his mother i 
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Think'ft thoU the rojal wreatb wa^ made to bind 
A ibidier's brows ? 

POLIPHOKTES. ' 

That rddier has a right 
To rule the kingdom which his arm defeaded. 
What was thq firft that bore the name of kingy, 
But a fuccefsful foldier i he who ferves 
His country well requires not anceftry 
To make him noUe : the inglorious blood. 
Which I receiv'd from him who gave me life,. 
I ihed already in my country's caufe, 
Itfiow'd for thee; and, fpite of thy proud fcorn^ 
I muft at leaft be equal to the kings 
I have fubdued : but, to be brief with you. 
The throne will foon be mine, and Merope 
May (hare it with me, if her pride will deign 
T'accept it ; Tve a powerful party, madam,, 

MEROPE. 
A party ! wretch^ to trample on our liaws : 
Is there a paity which thou dar'ft fupport 
Again ft the ling's, againft the royal race ? 
js this thy faith, thy folemn vows, thy oath,, 
SwOrn taCreiphontes, and to me ; the love,. 
The honour due to his ilhiftrious ftSide,, 
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His wretched wldowt and his hapleis Ton } • 

The gods he fprang from^ and the throne thej gave t 

P0LIPH0NT£8. 
'Tjs doubtful whether yet your fen furvives } 
fiut grant that, from the manfions of the dead, 
HeihouM return, and in the face of heaven 
Demand his throne, believe me when I fay 
He wou*d demand in vain i Meilene wants 
A mafter worthy of her, one well prov*d, 
A king who cou*d defend her : he alone 
Shou'd wield the fceptre who can beft revenge 
His country's caufe : /Egifthusis a child. 
Yet unexperienced in the ways of men, 
And therefore little will his birth avail him i 
Nought hath he done for us, and nought deferv'd : 
He cannot purchafe at fo cheap a rate 
Mcflcne's throne, the right of powV fupreme 
Defccnds no more, the gift of nature, here 
From fon to fon } it is the price of toil, 
Of labour, and of blood ; 'tis virtue's meed. 
Which I (hall claim : have you fo foon forgot 
Tlie favage fons of Pylos and Amphryfa, 
Thofe lawlefs plundVcrs ? think on your Crefpbontei 
And your defencclcfs children, whom they flew : 
Who fav'd your country then ? who ftopp*d their fur) 

Wh 
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Who put your foes to flight, and chafed them belioe i ' 
Did not diis arm revenge that murther*d lord 
Whom yiet you weep ? thefe, madam, are my rights. 
The rights of valour : this is all my rank. 
This all my title, and let heaven decide it. 
If thy ^gifthus comes, by me perhaps 
He may be taught to live, by me to reign : 
Then (ball he fee how Poliphontes guides 
The reins of empire. I efteem the blood 
Of great Alcidc^, but I fear it not ; 
I look beyond Alcides' race, and fkin 
Wou'd imitate the god from whom he fprung : 
I wou'd defend the mother, ferve the fon ; 
Be an example to him, and a father. ' 

MEROPE. 
O, fir, no more of your afFeAed cares ; 
Your gen'rous offers, meant but to infult 
My hapleis fon ; if you wou'd wifh to tread 
In great Alcidcs' fteps, referve the crown 
For his defcendant : know, that demi-god 
Was the aveiiger of wrong'd innocence ; 
No ravifher, no tyrant ; take thou care. 
And with his valour imitate his juftice ; 
Proted the guiltlefs, and defend your king, . . 

£Ue (halt thou prove a wordilefs fucce(for% 
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If 'tkoM W0u*dft gain the moeher, feek tke Ion ; 
Go, bring him to me ; bring your mafler hare» 
And then perhaps I may dcfcend to you : 
But I will never be the vile accompIice9 
Or the reward of guilt like thine. 

SCENE IV, 
POLIPHONTES, EROX. 
EROX. 

My lord. 

Did you expc£l to move her ? Does the throne 
Depend on her capricious will ? Muft (he 
ConduA you to it ? 

POLIPHONTE8. 

'Twtxt that throne and me, 
Erox, I fee a dreadful precipice 
I muft o'erleap, or periih : Merope 
ExpcAs ^gifthus ; and the fickle croud. 
If he returns, perhaps may bend towards him. 
In vain his father's and his brother's blood, • 
Have open'd wide my paflage to the thrones 
In vain hath fortune caft her friendly veil 
O'er all iny crimes ; in vain have I opprefs'd 
The blood of kings, whilft the deluded people 
Ador'd me as their friend, if yet there lives 



A hateful offspring of Akides' raee : 

IF this laraented ion fliou'd e^er 'again * 

Behold Meflene, fifteen years of toil 

At once are loft, and all my hopes overthrown ; 

All die fond prejudice of birth and blood 

Will foon revive, the mem'ry of Cre^hontes, 

A hundred kings for his proud anceftors. 

The boafted honour of a race divine, 

A mother's tears, her forrows, her defpair. 

All will confpire to fhake my feeble pow'r: 

^gifthus is a foe I muft fubdue : 

I wou'd have cruih'd the fcrpent in his fliell. 

But that the diligent and fubtle Narbas 

Conveyed him hence, e'er fincc that time concealed 

In fome far diftant land, he hath efcap'd 

My narroweft fearch, and baffled all my care : 

I ftopp'd his couriers, broke th' intelligence 

*Twixt him and Merope; but fortune oft 

peferts us : from the filence of oblivion 

Sometimes a fecret may fpring forth ; and heav'n. 

By flow and folemn fteps, may bring down vengeance. 

EROX. 

Depend, undaunted, on thy profp'rous fats; 
Prudence, thy guardian god, fhall ftill protect thee: 
Thy orders are obey'd the foldiers watch 
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Each avenue to Ells and MeiTene : 

If Narbas brings iEgifthus here, they both 

Muftdie. 

POLIPHONTES. 

But fay, can'ft thou depend on thole 
Whom thou baft plac'd to intercept them I 

CROX. 

Yes; 

None of them know whofe blood is to be (bed. 
Or the king's name whom they muft facrifice. 
, Narbas is painted to them as a traitor, 
A guilty vagabond, that feeks fome place 
Of refuge ; and the other, as a flave, 
A murth'rer, to be yelldcd up to juftice* 

POLIPHONTES. 

It muft be fo : this crime, and I have done ^ 
And yet, when I have rid me of the fon, 
I muft poflefs the mother : 'twill be ufeful : 
I ihall not then be branded with the name 
Of an ufurper i (he will bring with her 
A noble portion in the people's love : 
I know their hearts are not inciin'd to me ; 
With fears deje^led, or inilam*d with hope. 
Still in extremes, the giddy multitude 
^Tumultuous rove, and int'reft only binds them. 
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That makes them mine. Erox, thy fate depends 
On my fuccefs j thou, art my beft fupport : 
Go, and unite them ; bribe the fordid wretch 
With gold to ferve me, let the fubtle courtier 
Exped my fiivours ; raife the coward foul, 
Infpire the valiant, and carefs the bold ; 
Perfuade and promife, threaten and implore : 
Thus far this fword hath brought me on my way ; 
But what by courage was b^gun, by art 
We muft complete ; that many headed monfter, 
' The people, muft be loQth'd by flattery's ppw^r : 
Vm fear*d already, but I wou'd be lov'd* 

End of the First Act. 



ACT n. SCENE 1. 
MEROPE^ £URICLE8> ISMENIA. 
MEROPE. 

AST thou heard nothing of my dear 




^ ^gifthus i 
No news from Elis' frontiers ? O, too well 
I know the caufe of this ill-boding (Hence ! 



EURICLE S. 
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In all our fcafch wc have difcovcr'd nought. 
Save a young ftranger, reeking with the blood 
Of one whom he had murther^d : we have chainM, * 
And brought him hither. 

MEROPB. 

Ha I a murdiorsff 
A (Iranger too I whom, think'ft thou, bt hat Ama ? 
My blood HUM coU. 

• ETTRICLfiS'. . "' \ 
. » . • ...... J 

The mere effeSt of love 

And tendernefsr each.Uctle ciicumftBiica 

Alarms a foul like thine, that ever dwells 

OMMflMlotsefti -Wftlfefiflccof Aitwi,-^^^ 

And will be heard ; but let not thU difturb thec^ 

A common accident : our borden- long - 

Have been infeftcd with thcfe ntfian flavor 

The baneful fruit of our inteftine broils; 

Juilice hath loft her pow'r ; our hufbandmen . ^ ^ 

Cdl on the gods for vengeance, and lament ^ * 

The blood of half their fellow-citizens. 

Slain by each other's hand : but, be composed, 

I'hefe terrors are not thine. 

MEROPE. 
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MERQPE. 

Who is this ftranger ? 

Anfwer me, tell nie. 

EURICLES. 

S6me poor namelefs wretch,* 
Such he appears ; bjpought up to infamy. 
To guilt, ahd forrow. 

MEROPE. 

Well, no matter who. 
Or what he is ; let him be brought before me. 
Important truths are often brought to light ^ 
By meaneft inftruments. Perhaps my foul 
Is too much movM ; pity a woiQan's weakneik^ 
Pity a mother who has all to fear, < 
And nothing ^o' neglect: let him appear.} ' \ 

ril fee^ and quefiionhim. 

. — EURICLES. 

Your orders, madam. 

Shall, be obey 'd- 

[To Ifinenia^ . 
Tell 'em to brihg him here, 
Before the queen. 

MEROPE. 
I know my cares are • 
But grief p^erpow'rs, and hurries me to a3s i 

* Perhaps 
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Perhaps imprudent ; but you know Fve caufr 
For my defpair ; they have dethroned my fon. 
And wou*d infult the mother : Poliphontes 
Hath ta'en advantage of my hplplefs ftate. 
And dar'd to offer me his hand. 



AURICLES. 

Tliy woes 

Are greater €;ven than thou think'ft they are. 
I know this marriage wou'd debafe thy honour^ 
And yet I fee it muft be fo ; thy fate 
Hath bound thee to it by the cruel tie 
Of dire neceffity : I know it wears 
A dreadful afpe^l, yet perchance may provt 
The only means of placing oh the throne 
Its rightful mafter, <b th*^mbled chieft 
And foldiers think ; they wifl i 

MEROPE. 

My ion wou'd aeVr 

Confent to that ; no : poverty and exile. 

With all their pains, were far le(s dreadful to him 

Than tbefe bafe nuptials. 

EURICLES. 

If t* aflert bis rights 
Alone, fuffic*d to feat him on the duone, 
Doubtkfs his pride wou*d fpum the ihaineful bond : ' 

B-Ji 
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But if his ibul is by misfortune taught 

To know itfelf, if prudence guides bis fteps. 

If his own int'reft, if his friends advice. 

And above all, neceffity, the firft 

Of human laws, have any influence o*er him. 

He wou'd perceive, that his unhappy nipcfaer 

Cou'd not beftow on him a dearer mark 

Of her aife^tion* 

MEROPE, 
Ha! what (a/ft thou? 

leURICLES. 

Truth, 

Unwelcome truth, which liothii^ but my zeal, 
Aiid your misfortunes, (hbul'd have wrefted from me* 

MEROPE. 

Wou'dft thou perfuade me then, that intVeft e'er 
Can get the better of my fix'd averfion 
For Poliphontes, you who painted him 
In blackeft colours to me ? 

EURICLES, 

I delcrib'd him 
Ev^n as he is, moft dangerous and bold ; 
I know his rafhnefs, and I know his pow'r; 
Nou^t can tefifl: him, he's without an heir. 
Remember that : you (ay, you love ^gifthus. \ 
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MEROPE. 

I do i and 'tis that love which makes the tyrant 
Still more detefted : wherefore talked thou thus 
Of marriage aiid of empire t fpeak to me 
Of my dear Ton ; and tell me if he lives; 
Inform me, Euricles. 

EURICLE8. 
BehoM the ftranger 
Whom you dcfir'd to queftion fte» he comes. 

SCENE 11. 

MSKOPE, EURICLES, iBOISTHUS in chp 
1 8 MEN I A, Guards. 

^GISTHUS, at the bottom of the ftage. [To Ifmc 
Is that thq great unfortunate, the queen, 
Whofe glory and whofe forrows reach'd cv^n me 
Amidft the defert wild where I was hid ? 

ISMENIA. 

'Tis (he. 

AGI8THU8. 
Thou great creator of mankind ! 
Thou, who didft form thofe matchle(s charmst U 
down 

And guard thy image : virtue on a throne 
J> /idfv the iirft and faireft woik. o( V»^V iv. 
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-MEROPE. 
Is that tbb xnurth'rer ? Can fuch features hide 
A cruel heart ? Come near, unhappy youth. 
Be not alarm'd, bi^ anfwer me > whofe blood 
Is on thy hands ? 

O, queen, iforgive me ; fear, 
Refped, and grief, bind up my trembling lips. 

• {Turning to Eurititu 
I cannot fpeak ; her prefence iQiakes my foul 
With terror and amazement^ 

MEROPE. 

Tell me whom 

Thy arm has flain. 

-ffiGISTHUS. 

Some bold prefumptuous youth. 
Whom fate condemn'd to fall the wretched vidlim 
Of his own ralhnefs. 

MEROPE. 

Ha ! a youth ! my blood 
Runs C0I4 within me : didft thou know him ? 

-«GI8THUS. 

No: 

Mcflcne's walls, her fields, and citizens, 
Are new to me. 
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MEROPE, 
And did this unknown youth 
Attack thee then ? 'twas in thy own derence t 

TEGISTHUS. 
Heav'n is my witnefs, I am innocent. 
Juft on the borders of Pamifus, where 
A temple ftands, (acred to Hercules, 
Thy great progenitor, I offerM up 
To the avenger of wrong'd innocence 
My humble prayers for thee s 1 had no vidims^ 
No precious gifts to lay before him ; all 
I had to give him, was a fpotlefs heart. 
And fimple vows, the poor man's hecatomb : 
It feem'd as if the god received my homage 
With kind aflTedion, for I felt my heart 
By more than common refolution fir*d : 
Two men, both arm'd, and both unknown, furpris'd 
me; 

One in the bloom of youth, the other funk 
Into the vale of years : what tsHngs thee here ? 
They cry'd, and wherefore for Alcides' race- 
Art thou a fuppliant ? At this word they rau'd 
The dagger to my breaft ; but heav'n preferv'd me. 
Picrc'd o'er with wounds, the youngeft of them fell 
Dead at my feet j the other Wt\^ flfid 
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Like an aflaffin : knomng not what blood 
I might have (hed, and doubtful of my fate, 
I threw the bloody corpfe into the fdi. 
And fled i your ioldiers ftopp'd me ; at the name 
Of Merope, I yeiMed up my arms. 
And diey have brought me hither. 

EURICLES. 

Why thefc tears. 
My royal miftrefi ? . ^ ' 

MEROPE. 

Shall I own it to thee? 
I melted with compaffion, as he told 
His mehncholy t^ ; I know not why. 
But my heart fympathis'd with his diftrefir r 
It cannot be, I blu(h to think it, yet 
Methought I traced the features of Crefphontcs : 
Cniel remend>Fance ! wherefore am I mockM 
With fuch de^itfol images as thefe,' 
Such fond delufmns ? 

EURICLES. 
Do not titktn embrace 
Such vain fufpidons, he^ not that barbarian. 
That vile impofior, which we thought him. 

MEROPE, 

No: 

fikav^n hath imprinted on his open front 
VQZ.JV. C ^ 
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The marks of candour, and of bonefty. 

Where wert thou born ? 

^GISTHU.S. 
In Elis. \ 

MEROPE. 

Ha ! in Ells ! 
In Elis ! fayft thou ? Knowft thou aught of Narbat, 
Or of iEgifthus ? Never hath that name 
Yet reachM thine ear ? What rank, condition, friends, 

Who was thy father ? 

-flSGUTHUS. 
Polycletes, madam, 
A poor old man : to Narbas, or ^gifthus. 
Of whom thou fpcak'ft, I am a ftrangcr. . . 

MEROPE. 

Gods! 

Why m*uck ye thus a poor unhappy mortal i 
A little dawn of hopejuft gleam*d upon me. 
And now my eyes are plung'd in deeped night : 
Say, what rank did thy parents hold in Greece ? 

AGISTHUS. 
If virtue made nobility, old Sirris 
And Polyckrcs, from whofe blood I fprangy 
Are not to be defpis'd: their lot indeed 
Was hunsblr, but their exemplary virtues 
AhJe even poverty rcfpcdable : 



M £ R O P £. 29 

Gocfa'd in his nifHc girfa^ my boneft father 
Obeys the laws, -does all the good he can. 
And only fean the gods. 

MEROPE. [Afide. 
How ftrangely he affeds me ! ev'ry word 
Has fome new diarm : 

[Turning to JEg^Hhus. 
But wherefore left you then 
The good old man? It muft be dreadful to him 
To k>fe a fbn like thee. 

JEGISTHUS. 
A fond defire 
Of ^ory led me hither : I had heard 
Of jour Meflene's troubles, and your own : 
Oft had I heard of the illuftrious queen, 
Whofe virtues merited a better £ite ; 
The fad recital mov'd my foul s aiham'd 
To fpend at EKs my inglorious da3rs, 
I long'd to brave the terrors of the field 
Beneath thy "banners : this vras my defign, 
And this ikme : an idle thirft of fome 
Miiled my fteps, and iq their heiplefs age 
Pcrfuaded me to leave my wretched parents : 
'Tis my. firft fiudt, and i have fuffer*d for it : 
Heav'n hath aveng'd their caufe^ and I am fallen 
Into a fatal (hare. 

C 2 U1L^^^^ 
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MEROPE. 
'Tis plain he is not, 
, Cannot be guilty j falfehood never dwelli 
With fuch ingenuous fweet fimplicity : 
Hcav'n has conduced here this haplefs youth. 
And I will ftrctch the hand of mcicy to him : 
It is enough for me h^ is a man. 
And moft unfortunate.; my Ton perhaps 
Ev'n now laments his more diftrefsful £ate : 
O he recalls ^gifthus to my thoughts : 
Their age the famej perhaps ^gifthus now 
Wanders like him fron^ clime to cUme, unkaqwib 
Unpity'd, fufFcrs all the bitter woes 
And cruel fcorn that waits on penury : 
Mis'ry like this will bend the firmeft foul. 
And wither all its virtues : lot fevece 
For a king's offspring, and the blood of gods ! 
Oifat leaft 

SCENE III. 

MEROPE, JEGISTHUS, EURICLES, I8MENIA. 

ISMENIA. 
Hark ! madam, heard you not 
Their l«ud tumultuous cries i You know not what— 

MEROPE. 
f^cace jre tby fern t 
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ISMENIA. 
Tis PoHphofites' triumph : 
The wav'nog peof^ flatter his ambkion. 
And give their voices for him ; he is chos n 

Mc&ne's king: 'tisdone. 

-«GISTHUS. 

I thought the gods 
Had on the throne of her ^eat Ancellors 
Piac'd Merope : O heaven ! the greater ftill 
Our rank on earth, the more have we to fear: 
A poor abandonM exiTe, like myfeffjl 
If lefi to be lamented than a quctti : 
But we have all our forrows. 

[.Agiftfant it led oC 
EfTJIICLBS. [Ts Moopc. 

I foretold it : 
You were to blame tafcom his proffered haixl. 
And bnve his pow^n 

MEROPE. 

I fee the precipice 
That opens wide its horrid gulph before me } 
But ooen and gods deceiv'd me I expeded 
Juftice from both, and both refus'd to grant it. 

EURICLES. 
I will aflemble yet our little force 
Of trufty friends, to anchor our poor bark, 

C i 
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And fave it from the fury of the ftorm ; 
To fbield thee from the infults of a tyrant, 
And the mad rage of an ungrateful people. 

SCENE IV. 
MEROPE, ISMENIA. 
ISMENIA. 
'Tis not the people's fault i they love you ftill. 
And wou'd prefervcHhe honour of your crown : 
They wi(h to fee you join'd to Poliphonteii 
That from your hand he then might feem to boM 
The fov'xeign powV. 

MEROPE. 

They give me to a tyrant» 
Betray ^.gifthui, and enflave his mother. 

ISMENIA. 

They call you to the throne of your fore fathers : / 
Obey their voice ; it is the voice of heav'n. 

MEROPE. 

And woud*ft thou have me purchafe empty honours 
With in/amy and (hame? 

SCENE V. 
MEROPE, EURICLES, ISMENIA. 

EURICLES. 

O queen, I tremble 
To (land before thee : now prepare thy heart 
^ ■ For 
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For the moft dreadful ftroke ; call forth thy courage 
To bear the news. 

MEROPE. 
I have no courage left, 
Tis worn out by misfortune * but no matt^** 
Proceed, inform me. 

EURICLES. 

All is paft i and fate - 

I can no more. 

* MEROPE. 
Go on : my fo n 

EURICLES. 

He's dead : 

It b too truel thedieadful news hath (hock'd 
Your friends, and froze their aAive zeal. 

.. MlSROPE. 

. My fon, 

iEgifthus, dead ! 

ISMENIA* 
Ogods! 

EURICLES. 

Some bale aflaffins 
Had in his pailage laid the (hares of death ; 
The horrid crime is done. 



MEROPE. 
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MEROPE. 

O hateful day ! 
Why fhines the fun on fuch a wretch as me ? 
He's loft ; he^s gone : what cruel hand deftro/d him ! 
Who fhod his blood, the laft of my fad race i 

EURICLES. 
It was that ftranger, that abandoned flave, 
Whofe perfecuted virtue you admir'd. 
For whom fuch pity xofein your kind breaft i 
£v'n be whomjou proteAed. 

MEKOPE. 

Can it be I 

Was he that naonfter i 

EURXCLB8. 

We have certain ptoofiy 
Andhaveidtfcover'd two of his companions. 
Who, lurking here, were fliU in fearch of Narbas^ 
Who had efcapM them : he who flew ^gifthus. 
» Had taken from your fon thefe precious fpoils, 
[The armour is (hewn at a diftance at the further end of the ibge. 
The armour which old Narbas bore from hence. 
The traitor, that he might not be difcover'd. 
Had thrown afidc thefe Uoody witneflcs. 



MEROPE. 
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MEROPB^ 

What haft thou told me ? O thefe trembUDg hancb 
Did on Crefphontes put diat very armour 
When firft he went to battle. Ye dear reliques, 
O to what hands were ye delivered ! monfter. 
To kize this facred armoun 

£URICL£S. 

'Tis the £une 

^gifthus did bring hither. 

MEROPE, . 

Now behold it 
StainM with his blood ! but in Alcides' temple 
Did they hot fee a poor old man ? 

EURICLES. 

'Twas Narbai : 

So Polipbontes owns. 

MEROPE. 

G dreadful truth I ^ ^ 
The villaixs to conceal his qrime, hath caft. 
His body to the wavB8> and bury'd him ' 
In the rude ocean : O I fee it aU^ 
All myiad fate : O my unhappy, fon ! 

EURICLES.. 
Wou'd you not have the tff^itor. brought before you. 
And queftion'd here i 

C 5 S C E N E.. 
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SCENE VI. 

MB&OPE, EtxklCXES, ISMENIA, EROX, gazrdk ' 
EROX. 

< Permit me in the name 

Of Poliphontes, my rcjcQed mafter. 
Perhaps reje£ied but becaufe unknown. 
To offer you, in this diftrefsful hour. 
His beft affiflance : he already knows 
iEgifthus is no more, and bears a part 
In your misfortune^* 

MERQPE. 
^ ; -. ^ , That I know he does, 
A joyful part, and reaps the fruits of them. 
The throne of my Crefphontes, and ^^gifthus. 

:: : ' EROX. 

That throne he wifhes but to ihar^ wkN you. 

And throw his fcepf re at thy feet j the crown 

He hopes will make him worthy of thy hand : 

But to my hands the murth'rer muft be giv'n, 

For facred is the pow'r of puni(hment, 

'Tis a king*s duty ; he alone muft wield 

The fword of jufticc, the throne's beft fupport. 

That to his people and to you he owes ; 

Mid -ft hymen rites the murthVers blood iball flow, 

A grateful facrifice. 

' . MEROP; 
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MEROP^. 
My hand alone 
Shall ftrike the fatal blow : though Poliphontes 
Reigns o'er Meflene, he muft leave to me 
The work of vengeance : let him keep my kingdom9 
But yield to me the right of punifliment : 
On that condition, and on that alone, 
I will be his : go, and prepare the rites ; 
This hand, freih bleeding from the traitor's bofoQ^ 
Shall at the altar join with Poliphontes. 

EROX. 

Doubtlefs, the king, wbofe fympathetic heart 
Feels for your woes, will readily confent. 

SCENE VI. 

MEROPE, EURICLES, ISMENIA. 
MEROPE. 
O Euricles, this vile detefted marriage. 
Whatever I promised, ne'er will come to pafs :. 
This arm fb^U pierce the favage murth'rer's breaft. 
And inftant turn, the d^ger to my own. 

ERbX. . 

O ! madani) let me by the gods conjure you — 



MEROPE. 
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MEROPE. 
ThcyTiave opprefs'd mc forcly j I have been 
Too long the objeft of their wrath divine : 
They have deprived me of my dearefl child, 
And at their altars (hiall I afk a hufband ? 
Shall I condu£l a ftrangor to the throne 
Of my fore&thet^ ? woud'ftthou have me join 
The Hymeneal to the fun*ral torch i 
Shlll Merope ftill raife her weeping eyes 
To heav'n, ,that (hines no more on my /Egifthua i 
Shall ihe wear out her melancholy days ^ 
Beneath a hateful tyrant, and expeA 
In tears and anguifli an old age of forrow? 
When all is loft, and not ev'n hope remains. 
To live^ isihameful, and to die, our duty. 

End of the Second Act. 



A C T HI. SCENE L 
NARBAS. 
O grief! O horror ! O the weight of age f 
The youthful hero's warm imprudent ardor 
Was not to be reftrain'd ; his courage burft 
Th' inglorious chains of Vile obfcurity. 
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And he is loft to me, peiiiaps forever. 
How {bail I dare to fee my roy^ miftrefe ! 
Unhappy Narfaga I hither art than come 
Without iEgifthus. ; Poliphontes reigns. 
That fubtle proud artificer of frauds 
That favage murth'ref, who purfued us ftill 
From clime to clime, and laid the ihares o£ death 
On ev'ry fide, fix'd on the lacred throne, 
Which by his crimes fo oft he hath profian'd. 
The proud ufurper fits, and fmiles fecure : 
Hide me, ye gods, from his all-pierciiig eye. 
And fave .ffigifthus from the tyrant's fword : 

guide me, heav'n, to his unhappy mother. 
And let me perifh at her feet ! once more 

1 fee the palace, where the beft of kings 
Was bafely flain, and his defencelefs child 
Sav'd in thefe arms ; and after fifteen years 
Shall I return to fill a mother's heart 

With anguiih ? who will lead me to the queen ? 
No friend appears to guide me : but behold. 
Near yonder tomb I fee a weeping croud. 
And hear their loud laments f within thefe wallt 
For ever dwells fome perfecuting god. . 

. SCENE. 
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SCENE .II. 

NARBAS,' ISMBNIA, at the further end of die 
fevcral of the queen*6 attendants, near the tomb of Creiphon 

I8MENIA; 
What bold intruder pfefles thus unknown 
To the queen's prefence, and difturbsthe peace 
Of her retirement ? comes he from the tyrant 
A fpy upon our griefs^ to count the tears 
Of the afliaed ? 

NARBAS. 
Who foc'er thou art,. 
Excufethe boldnefs of a poor old man ; 
Forgive th' intrufion ; I wouM fee the queen,. 
Perfaips may ferve her.. 

IJSMENIA.. 

What a time is this 
Which thou haft chos*n to interrupt her griefs ! 
RefpeA a mother's bitter forrow's ; hence, 
Unhappy ftranger, nor oflFend her fight. 

NARBAS. 
O, in the name of the avenging god^i, 

Have pity on my age, my misfortunes : 

I am no ftranger here : O, if you ferve 

And love the queen, forgive the tears that long 

Have flowed for her, and truft a heart that feels 

.Tor Mtrope as deeply as thy own. 

V 
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What tomb is that wheie you late did join 

Yourgricfef . • • 

ISMENlA. 

The tomb of an illuftrlous hero, 

A wretched father, and a haplefs king. 

The tomb of great Crefphontes. 

NARBAS. [Going towards tbe'toml). 

My lov'd matter I 

Ye honow^d alhes I 

ISMENIA. 
But Crerphoiitea' trife 
Is more to be lamented fiill. 

NARBAS. 

What worfc 

Cou'd happen to he^ ? 

ISMENIA. 
A moft dreadful ftroke ; 

Her ion is flain» 

NARBAS. 
Her fon ! i£gifthus ! gods ! 
And b iEgiflhus dead? ^ 

ISMENIA. 
All know it here 

Too well. 

NARBAS* 

Her fon ? . 

ISMENIA.. 
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I8MEMIA. 

A barb^rouB aflaiSn 
Did flay him at Meflene's gates. 

NARSAS. 

Odeath» 

J did foretel thee : horror and defpair I 

Is the queen Aire, and art thou not deceived ? 

• ISMENIA. 
O 'tis too plain } we have undoubted proofs i 
It muft be ib : be is no more. 

NARBA8. 

It this 

The fruit of all my care ? 

ISMENIA. 

. The wretched queen. 

Abandoned to defpair, will fcarce furvive him : 

She liv*d but for her child, and now the tiet 

Are loos'd that bound her to this hated Ufc : 

But, c*cr (he dies, with her own hand (he waits 

To pierce the murth'rci's heart, and be rcveng'd ; 

£v*n at Crrfphontcs' tomb his blood (l)all flow. 

Soon will the vidim, by the king's permiffion. 

Be hither brought, to pcrifli at her feet : 

But Mcropc is loft in grief, and therefore 

Wou'd wi(b to be alone : you muft retire. 

NARBAS. 
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NARBAS. 
Jf it be fo, why ihou'd I feek the queeii ? 
I will but vifit yonder tomb, and die. 

s c E N E ni. 

ISMENIA. [Aloat, 
This old man feems moil worthy : how he wept ! 
Whilft the imfeelingflaves around us feem. 
Like their proud mafter, but to mock our forrowt : 
WHat int*reft couM he have ? yet triinquil pity 
Doth feldomihed fo.many tears ; methought 
He moujm'd the loft ^ifthuat like a father : , 
He muft be fought — but here's a dreadful fights 

S C E N E IV. 

MEROFB, nMENIA, EUIUCUSS, .£CISTiin$ b cbnh 
gutrdsy facrinccw.' 

MBROFS^ [Non tiirtomb. 

' 3rlng forth that horrid vi<^im to my tight ; 

I muft invent fome new unheard of torment. 

That may be equal to his crime J alas! 

Not to,my grief, diat/were impoffible. 

^GIST.HUS, 
Dear haye I bought thy momentary kindnefs» 
Guardians of innocence^ protect me now! 



EURICJ[-ES. 
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EtJRICLES. 

Before the traitor fuflfers, let him name 

His vile accomplices. v- 
MEROPE. [Coming forward* " 

He mufti helhall: * 

Say, monfter, what induced thee to a crime 

3o horrible to nature I how had I 

E'er injurM thee i 

^GISTHUS. 
Now bear me wltnefs, goda. 
You who revenge the perjuries of men^ 
If e'er my lips knew fraud or bafe impofture ; ^ 
I told thee nought but fimple truth; thyhear^ ^ 
Fierce as it was, rblented at my tale. 

And you ftretch'cl forth a kind prote£Ung hand ; 

So foon is juftice weary of her tafk ? 

ITnWeeting I have (bed fome precious blood : 

Whofewaa ic, tell ixie, what new int'reftfways tface} 

MEROPE. 
What intereft ? barbarian I 

-ffiGISTHUS. 

0*er her cheek 
A deadly palenefs fpreads : it wounds my foul 
To fee her thus. O I wou'd fpill my blood 
A thoufand times to (ave her. 

UEROPE. 
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MEROFB. 

Subdevillain! 
Baw artfully diflembled is that grief ! 
He kills me, and yet feems to weep my fate. 

[She falls back into the arm* of IfSntnia* 
EURICLES. 
Madam, revenge yourfelf, revenge the laws. 
The cade of nature, and the blood of kings. 

iRGISTHUS. 

Is diis the rojdl juftice of a court ? 

Tepraife and datterfirft, and then condemn me.' 

Why did I leave my peaceiful foiitude ! 

good old man^ what will thy ibrrows be. 

And thou, unhappy mother, wfaofe dear voice 

Sooft foretold— . . i<> . 

MEROPE. 

Barbarian, aiidliaft thoti ' 

^. modier ? I had been a mother yet 

But for thy rage,- thoii haft deflroy 'd my fon. 

. ^ ■ • . . • 

^lam thus tinhapp^,Mf he wis 

jidecd thy (on, I oughiTo fuffer for it ; 

3ut though my hand was guilty, .yet my heart 

Was innocent : heav'n knows I wou'd have giv'n 

rhis day my life to fave or his or thine. 
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MEROPC 
Did'ft thou take this annourfrofii him ? 

JEGlsrHUS. 

No: 

MERQPE. 
Whatfay'ft thoii? 

i£GI8THUS- 

Yes i I fwcar 
fiythee» by him, by all thy anceftors». ^ . . . . 
My ftuher gave to me that previous gifu ; / 

Thyfiither! where? inElis: bow he no? ei mc I 
What was his name i fyeHi^ anfwer. 

JBOI8THU$.* 

Polydetes: 

IVe told diee ib aircady. 

MEROPE. ' 

Odiouriv'ft 
My heart : what foolifh pity ftopp'd my vengeance ? 
It is too much : affift me,, friends^ bring here- 
Themonfter, the perfidious —~ f 

[Liftinj; xtp the daggert 

O ye manes 
or my dear ion, this bloody arm — ~ 
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K A R B A S. [ Bntering on a fudden. 

t woudU thou do ? . « 

MEROPE. 
Who calls? 

NARBAS. 

Stop : flop <-« alai ) 
LftiMuae his mother, he's undone 

MEROPE. 

traitor. 

NARBAS. 

Stop. 

^GISTHUS. [ Turning Cdwards Narbai. 
My father ! 

MEROPE. 
. - Ha ! his father ! 
iEGISTHUS. [TbNtfbai. 
t do I fee ? and whither wert thou going i 
ft thou to be a witnefs of my death ? ,1 

NARBAS. 
ladam, ge no further : Eurides, 
»ve the vi£Ui|i» let me fpeak to thee.- 

EURICLES. 
I away Agifthii^ and ibulsupthi lower part of fhefc^ 

iv'n! 

MEROPE. 



I 
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MEROPE. [ Coming forwird* 

Thou mak'ft me tremblo ; I was going 

T*avcngc my fon. ' 

N AR B A S. [ Kneeltog doma» 

To facrificc — ^gifthus. 
MEROPE. 

JEfARhus ! ha ! 

^ NARBA8. 

'Twas he, whom thy rafti arm • ^ 

Had well nigh flain j believe me, 'twas ^gifthuf» 

MEROPE. 

And lives he then? 

NARBAS- 
'Tis he, it is your fon. 

MEROPE, [ FaintiDg away in the amis of lifaiema. 

I die ! 

ISMENIA. 

Good heav*n ! 

NARBAS. [Toltenw. 
Recall her fleeting fpirits j ^ | 
This fudden tranfport of tumultuous joy, 
Mix'd with anxiety and tender fears, 
May quite o'erpow'rher. 

MEROPE. [Coming to licxftK 
Narbas, is it you? 
Or do I dream ? is it my fon ? where is ht ? 
Let him come hither. 

NARBAS 
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NARBAS. 

No : refrain jrour Jove, 

Reftrain your.tendernefs. 

! * [To Ilincnia, 

O keep the fecret i 

The fafcty of the queen, and of iEgifthus, 

Depend on that. 

MEROPE. 
' Alas ! and muft frefh danger 
Embitter ttiy new joys ? O dear ^gifthus, 
What cruel god ftill keeps thee from thy moiher ? ' 
Was he reftor'd but to affli£t me more ? 

NARBAS. 

You koew him not, and wou'd have flain yourTon : 
If his arrival here be once difcovcr^d, 
And you acknowledge him, he's loft for cve^r. 
.Difliwnble therefore, for thou know 'ft that guilt 
Rdgns in Meflene : thou art watched ; be cautious. 

S C E N E V. ' 

MEROPE, EURICLES, NARBAS, ISMENIA, 

EURICLES. 
Tis the king's order, madam, that we feize — 

MEROPE. 

Whom? 



EURICLES. 
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EURICLES. 
The young ftnuiger^ whoix\ thou had'ft condemn'd • 
To death. 

MEROPE, [Withtran^ott* 
That flranger is my child, my Ibn : 
They wou'd deftroy him, Narbas, let us fly <— — « 

NARBAS. 

No : ftay. 

MEROPE. 
It is my fon ; they'll have him from mc^ 
My dear Agiilhus : why is this ? 

EURICLES. 

The king 
Wou*d quefBon him before he dies. 

MEROPE. 

Indeed ! 

And knows he then I am his mother t . " 

EURICLES. 

No: 

•Tis yet a fcott to them all. 

MEROPE. 

Well fly 

ToPoUphontes, and implore his aid« 

NARBAS. 
Fear Poliphontes, and implore the gods. 

EURICLEl 
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EURICLES. 
Howe'er ^gifthus may alarm the tyrant. 
Thy promis'd nuptials make his pardon furc : 
Bound to each other in eternal bonds. 
Thy {on will foon be his ; though jeaToufy 
May now fublift) it rauft be loft in love 
When he's your hufband. 

NARBAS.* 

He your hufband, gods ! 

Pm thunder ftruck. 

MEROPE. 
I will no longer bear 
Such anguifh, let me hence. 

NARBAS. 

Thou fhalt not go : 
Unhappy mother ! thou (halt ne'er fubtnit 
To thefe detefted nuptials. 

EURICLES. 
I She is fdrc'd 

I To wed him, that fhe may revenge Crefphontes. 

NARBAS. 
I He was his murth'rer. 

^ ' MEROPE. 

He ! that traitor ! 

NARBAS. 

Yes: 

By Poliphontes thy iEgifthus fell, 
Vol. IV. D , His 
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His father, and his l)rothcrs : I behel4 
The tyrant weltVing in Crefphontes' blood, 

MEROPE. 

Ogods ! 

NARBAS. 
I faw him glorying in his Crimes ; 
Saw him admit the foe, and through .the palace 
Spread fire and flaughter ; yet appear'd to thofc 
Who knew him not th'avenger of that king 
Whom he had flain : I pierc'd the favage croud. 
And in my feeble arms uprais'd your fon. 
And bore him thence J thepitiying gods proteAed 
His helplefs innocence : thefe fixtcen years. 
From place to place I led^him, chang'd my name 
To Polycletcs, hid him from the foe. 
And now at laft it feems have brought him hither. 
To fee" a tyrant on Meffene's throne. 
And Mcropc the wife of Poliphontes. 

MEROPE. 
Thy talc has harrow'd up my foul. 

EURICLES. 

He comes: 

Tis Poliphontes. 



MEROPl 
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MEROPE. 
Is it poffible ? 
Away, goodNarbas, hide thee from his rage. 

NARBAS. 
Now, if ^gifthus e'er was dear to thee, 
DilTemble with the tyrant 

EURICLES. 

We muft hide 
This fecret in the bottom of our hearts, 
A word may ruin all. 

MEROPE. [To Euriclcs. 

Go thou and guard 
That precious treafure well. 

EURICLES. 

O doubt it not. 

MEROPE. 

My hopes depend on thee : he is my fon 
Remember, and thy king. — The monftcr comes. 

SCENE VI. 

MEROPE, POLIPHONTES, EROX, ISMENIA, Attcndaits. 
POLIPHONTES. 

The altar is prepared, the throne awaits you. 

Our int'refts foon wiU widi our hearts bejoin'd ; 

D 2 As 
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As king, and huiband, 'tis my duty now 
Both to defend and to revenge you, madam : 
Two of the tiaitors I have feiz'd already. 
Who (hall repay the murther with their blood : 
But, fpite of all my care, thy tardy vengeance 
Hath feconded but ill my purpofes : 
You told me you wou'd wifti yourfelf to flay 
The murthr'er, and I gave him to your jufticc. 

MEROPE. 
O that I might be my own great avenger ! 

POLIPHONTES. 
*Tis a king's duty, and (hall be my care. 

MEROPE. 

Thine, faid'ft thou ? 

POLIPHONTES. 
Wherefore is the facrifice 
Delay 'd ? doft thou no longer love thy fon ? 

MEROPE. 
May all his foes meet with their due reward ! 
But if this murth'rer has accomplices. 
By him perhaps I may hereafter learn 
Who kiird my dear Crefphontes : they who flew 
The father wou'd for ever pcrfccute 
The mother and the fon : O if I e'er — ~ 

POLL 
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POLIPHONTES. 
I toQCOu'd wifh to be infonn'd of that. 
And therefore I have ta'en him to my care. 

MEROPE. 

To thine? 

POLIPHONTES. 
Yes, madam, and I hope to draw 
Thc.fecrct from him. 

MEROPE. 

But you muft not keep 
TMs murth'rcr : I muft have him i nay, you promised. 
You know you did ■ ■ 

[Alidc. 
O cruel fate ! my fon ! 
Vfhzt art thou doomed to ? 

[ToPoliphontcs. 
Pity me, my lord ! 

POLIPHONTES. 
Whence is this fudden tranfport ? he fhall die. 

MJEROPE. 

Who? he? 

POLIPHONTES. 
His death fhall fatisfy thy foul. 

MEROPE. 
Ay : but I want to fee, to fpeak to him. 



POL I- 



56 M E R O P E. 

POLIPHONTES. 
Thefc ftarts of paffion, and thefe fuddcn traniports 
Of rage and tcndernefs, that face of horror, 
Might give me caufe perhaps of juft fufpicion ; 
And, to be plain with you, fome ftrangc difguft. 
Some groundlefs fears, fome new alarm, hath raU'd 
This tempeft in your foul ; what have you heard 
From that old man who went fo lately hence ? 
Why doth he fhun me ? what am I to think ? 
Who is he? 

MEROPE, 
O my lord ! fj lately crown'd 
Do fears and jealoufies already wait 
Around your throne ? 

POLIPHONTES. 

Why wilt not thou partake it t 
Then (hou'd I bid adieu to all my fears : 
The altar waits, prepar'd for Merope 
And Poliphontes. 

MEROPE. 
Thou haft gain'd the throne. 
The gods have giv*n it thee, and now thou want*ft 
Crefphontes' wife to make his kingdom fure» 
This crime alone ~— 
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ISMENIA.N 

O ftop 

MEROPE. 
My lord, forgive me; 
I am a wretched mother ; I have loft 
My all i the gods, the cruel gods have robb'd mc 
Of ev'ry blifs ; O give me, give me back 
The murth'rer of my fon ! 

POLIPHONTES. 

This hand fliallfhed 
The traitors blood : come, madam, follow me* 

MEROPE. 
gracious heaven ! in pity to my woes, 
Freferve a mother, and conceal her weakn^ I 
« 

End of the Third Act. 



ACT IV, S C E N E 1. 
POLIPHONTES, EROX. 
POLIPHONTES. 

I ALMOST thought {he had difcover^d fomething 
Touching her huftand's murther, for (he frown'd 
Indignant on me ; but I want her hand, 

D 4 And 
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And not her heart ; the croud will have it fo 5 

We muft not difoblige them j by this marriage 

I {hall fecure them both : I look on her 

But as a flave that's ufeful to my purpofe, 

Chain'd to my chariot wheels to grace my triumphi 

And little heed her hatred or her love. 

But thou haft talk'd to this young murthcrer^ 

What think'ft thou of him ? 

EROX, 

He's immoveable^ 
Simple in fpeech, but of undaunted courage. 
He braves his fate : I little thought to find 
In one of his low birth a foul fo great.; 
I own, my lord, I cannot but admire him. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Who is he ? 

EROX. 

That I know not ; but moft certain 
He is not one of thofe whom we employ'd 
To watch for Narbas. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Art thou fure of that ? 
The leader of that band I have myfelf 
Difpatch'd, and prudent bury*d in his blood 
The dangVous fecret j but this young unknown 

Alan 
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Alarms me : is it certain he deftroy *d 
MpBikusi has propitioiis fate, that ftill 
FrcFcnted all my wifhes, been thus kind ? 

EROX. 

Meroipt*8 tears, her forrow, and defpair. 
Are the beft proofii ; but all I fee confirms 
Thy happinefs, and fortune hath done more 

Than all our cares, 

POLIPHONTES. 

Fortune doth often reach 
What wifildra cannot: but I know too well 
Afy danger, and the number.of my foes. 
To leave that fortune to decide my fate : . 
Whoe'er this ftranger be, he muft not live. 
His death (hall purchafe me this haughty queen, , 
And make the crown fit firmer on my head. 
The people then, fubjeSed to my pow'r. 
Will think at leaft their prince is dead, and know. 
That I reveng'd him : but, inform me, who 
Is this old man that (huns me thus ? there feems 
Some m]rft'ry in his conduct ; Merope, 
Thou tell*ft me, wou'd have flain the murtherer^, 
But that this old man did prevent her what . 
Cou'd move him to it ? 



EKOX.. 
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EROX. 
He's the young maa'f Aditt 
And came t*impIore his pardon. 

POLIPHONTES. 

• Ha I his pardon ! 

ril fee, and talk with him ; but he avoids me^ 

And therefore I fufped him ; but HI know 

This fecret : what cou'd be the queen's ftrange pur 

pofe, 

In thus deferring what fo ardently 
She feem'd to wifh for ? all her rage was chang'd 
To tend'reft pity ; through her griefs metboughc 
A ray of joy broke forth. 

EROX. 
What is her joy. 
Her pity, or her vengeance, now to thee ? 

POLIPHONTES. 
It doth concern mc nearly ; I have caufe 
For many fears; but fhe approaches : ~ bring 
Thatflranger to me. 
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SCENE II. 

POUPHONTES, EROX, ^GISTHUS, EURICXE8, 
MEROPE, ISMENIAt Ouudi. 
MEROPE. 
Fulfil your word, fir, and revenge me ; give 
The vidim to my hanck» suid mine alone. 

POLIPHONTES. 
You fee I mean to keep it : he's before you : 
Revenge yourfelf, and (bed the traitors blood ; 
Then; madam, with your leave, we'll to the altar* 

MEROPE. 

Ogods! 

JEGISTHVS. [To Poliphontei. . 
Am I then to be made the purchafe 
Of the queen's favour ? my poor life indeed 
Ii but of little moment, and I die 
Contented ; but I am a ftranger here, 
A helplefs, innocent, unhappy ftranger ; 
If heav'n has made thee king, thou (b>ud'ft protect me : 
Iv'e flain a man, 'twas in my own defence ; 
Tlie queen demands my life ; Ihe is a mother. 
Therefore 1 pity her, and blefs the hand * 
Rais'd to deflroy me : 1 accufe none here 
But thee, thou tyrant. 



POLI- 
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POLIPHONTES, 

, Hence, abandon'd villaui ; 

Dar^ft thou infult — * * 

MEROPE. 

O pardon his rafh youth. 
Brought up in folitude, and far remov'd 
From courts^ he knows not the refped that's due 
To majefty. 

POLIPHONTES. 
Amazing ! juftify'd 

By you ! 

MEROPE. 
By me, my lord ? 

POLIPHONTES. 

Yes, madam, you. 
Is this the murth'rer of your fon ? 

MEROPE. 

My child, 
. My fon, the laft of a long line of kings. 
Beneath a vile aflalEn's hand — 

ISMENI A. 

Oheav'n? 

What woud'ft thou do? 

POLIPHONTES. 

Thy eyes arc fix'd upon hfm 
With tendcrncfs and joy ; thy tears too flow. 
Though thou woud'ft hide them from mc. 

MEROPE. 
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MEROPE. 

No: 'dsfalfc: 
I wou'd not, cannot hide them : well thou know'il' 
Tve too much caufe to weep. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Dry up your tears j 
He dies this moment: foldiers, do your office. 

ME ROPE. [ Coming fonmxL 

O/parehhuy fparehim. 

^GISTHUS. 

Ha ! fhe pity's me. 

POLIPHONTES, 

Difpatch him. 

MEROPE. 
Ohe is — 

POLIPHONTES. 

Strike^ 
MEROPE. 

Stay, barbarian, 

Hcis— myfon. 

^GISTHUS. 
Am 1 thy fbn ? 

ME ROPE. f Embracing him. 
Thou art : 

And heav'n, that ihatch'd thee from this wretched bo« 
fom. 

Which 
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Which now too late hath open'd my longing eyes, 
Reftores thee to a weeping mother's arms 
But to deftroy us both. 

JEGISTHUS. 
What miracle 

Is this, ye gods ? 

POLIPHONTES. 

A vile impoflure : thou 

His mother ? thou, who did'ft demand his death ? 

iEGISTHUS, 

if I die the fon of Merope 

1 die contented, and abfolvc my fate. 

MEROPE. 
I am thy mother, and my love of thee 
Betray'd us both ; we are undone, ^gifthus ; 
Yes, Poliphontes, the important fecret 
At length is thine ; before thee ftands my fon, 
Crefphontes* heir 5 thymafter, and thy king; 
The offspring of the gods, thy captive now ; 
I have deceiv'd thee, and I glory in it; 
*Twas for my child : but nature has no pow*r 
O'er tyrant's hearts, that ftill rejoice in blood : 
I tell thee, 'tis my fon, 'tis myiEgifthus. 

POLIPHONTES. . 

Ha ! can it be ? 

-SGISTHUi 
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.SGISTHUS. 
It Is ; it muft be fo ; 
tlertem con&m it : ytSy I am the ion 
Of Merope, my heart alTures me of it : 
And, had'ft thou not di&rm'd me, with this hand 
I wou'd chaftife thee, traitor. 

POLIPHONTES* 

'Tis too much j 
111 bear no more : away with him. 

ME R O P£» [Falling on her knttu 
Behold 

Thus low on earth the wi-ctched Merope 

Falls at your feet, and bathes them with lier tears : 

Doth not this humble pofturc fpeak my griefs^ 

And fay I am a mother ? O I tremble 

When I look back on the dire precipice 

I have efcap'd, the murther of my fon ; 

Still I lament th* involuntary crime. 

Did'ft thou not fay thou woud'll proteft his youth,' 

And be a father to him ? and yet now 

Thou woud'ft deftroy him ; O have pity on him ; 

Some guilty hand bereav'd him of a father; 

O fave the fon, defend the royal race. 

The feed of gods : defcncelefs and alone 

He ftands before thee : trample not on him. 

Who is unable to refift thy powV ; ' 
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Let him but live, and I amfatisfy'd ; 

Save but my child, and all lhall be forgotten 

he wou'd make me happy e/n in woe ; : 
My hufband and my children all wou'd live 
Once more in my -^Egifthus : O behold 
His royal anceftors with me implore thee 
To fpare the noble youth, and fave thy king. 

-ffiGISTHUS. 
Rife, madam, rife, or I (hall ne'er believe ^ 
Crefphontes was my father ; 'tis beneath 
His queen, beneath the mother of ^gifthus. 
To fupplicate a tyrant ; my fierce heart 
Will never ftoop fo low : undaunted long 

1 braved the meannefs of my former fortune. 
Nor am I dazzled by the fplendid luftre 
Of thefenew honours; but I feel myfclf 
Of royal blood, and know I am thy fon. 
Great Hercules, like me, beg^n his days 
la mifery and forrow ; but the gods 
Conduced him to immortality,. 
Becaufe, like me, he rofe fuperior to them: 
To me his blood defcends ; O let me add 
His courage, and his virtues ; let me die 
Worthy of thee be that my heritage ! 
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Ceafe then thy pray'rs, nor thus difgrace the blood 
Of thofe immortal pow'rs from whom I fprang. 

POLIPHONTES. [ToMcrepc. 
Truft me, I bear a part in your misfortunes. 
Feel for your griefs, and pity your.diftrefs ; 
I love his courage, and efteem his virtue ; 
He feems wfiU worthy of the royal birth 
Which he aflumes j but truths of fuch importance 
Demand more ample proofs i I take him therefore 
Beneadi my care^ andi if he is thy fon^ 
I lhall adopt htm mine. ^ 

iEGISTHUS. 

Thou, thou adopt me? 

MEROPE. 

Alastmychad? 

POLIPHONTES. 
His fete depends on thee t 
It is not long fince, to fecure his death. 
Thou did'ft confent to marry Polipbontes ; 
Now diou woud'ft fave him, iball not love do more 
Than vengeance? 

MEROPE. 
Ha! barbarian! 



POLI- 
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POLIPHONTES, 

Madam, kaow 
His life, or death, depends on thy refolve : 
Ifetiow your love, your tendernefs, too well. 
To think you will expofe to my juft wrath 
So dear an objeA by a harfli refufal. 

MEROPE. 

My lord, at lead let him be free, and deign ^ 

POLIPHONTEi. 
Hell your fon, or he't a traitor, nMufauni ' 
I muft be your's before I can protefi him. 
Or be reveng'd on both a word from you 
Decides his fate, or punifhment, or pardon; 
Or as his mother I (hall look upon you 
Or bis accomplice ; therefore make your choice : 
I ^ill receive your anfwer at the temjJe 
Before th^attefiing gods. 

[Tothefoldiem 
Guard well your prisoner : 

Come, follow me: 

[ Turning to Mmpei 
I (hall expert you, madam ; 
Be quick in your refolve } confirm his birth 
By giving me your hand ; your anfwer only 
Saves or condems him ; and as you determine 
He is my victim, madam, or — my fon. 

M E R O P E. 
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MEROPE. 

grant me but the pleafurc to behold him *, 
Reftore him to my love, to my defpair. 

POLIPHONTES, 
Youll fee him at the temple. 

J£GISTHU8. [As the guards are (Itaying bim off* 

O great queen> 

1 dare not- call thee by the (acred name 
Of mother, do not, I befeech thee, aught 
Unworthy of thyfelf, or of .£gifthus ; 
For, if I thy fon, thy fon ihall die ' 
As a king ought. 

SCENE III. 

-MEROPE. [Alose. 
Ye cruel fpoilers, why 
Will you thus tear hun from me ? O he's gone, 
Pvc loft him now for ever ; wherefore, hea/n^ 
Didft thou reftore him to a mother's vows. 
Or why preferve him in a foreign land. 
To fall at laft a wretched iacrifice, 
A vi(%m to the murth'rer of his father ? 
O finrefaim, hide him in the defart's gloom ; 
DueSk his fteps, andihield him from the tyrant ! 
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SCENE IV, 
MEROPE, NARBAS, EURICLES. 

MEROPE. 
O Narbas, know'ft thou the unhappy fete 
Which I am doom'd to ? 

NARBAS. 

Well I know the king 
Muft die ; I know ^gifthus is in chains* 

MEROPE., 

And I deftroy'd him. 

NARBAS. 

You? 

MEROPE. 

Difcover'd all : 
But think'fl thou, Narbas, ever mother yet 
Cou'd fee a child, as I did, and be filent i 
But it is paft : and now I muft repair 
My Wjtaknefs with my crimes* 

NARBAS. 

What crimes ? 

SCENE V. 
MEROPE, NARBAS, EURJCLES, ISMENIA* 
ISMENIA. 

O madam. 

Now call forth all the vigour of your foul. 

The 
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The hour of trial comes : the fickle croud. 
Still fond of novelty, with ardent zeal, 
Prefs forward to behold th'expeAed nuptials ; 
Each circumftance confpires to ferve the tyrant : 
Already the bribed pricft has made his god 
Declare for Poliphontes : he receivM. 
Your vows, Meflene was a witnefs to them. 
And heav'n will fee the contraft is fulfilled : 
Thus fpoke the holy feer ; the people anfwer'd 
With acclamations loud, and fongs of joy ; 
They little knowthe grief that wrings thy heart j 
But thank the gods for thefe detefted nuptials. 
And blefs the tyrant for his cruelty. 

MEROPE. 
And are my forrows made the public joy ? 

N A R B A S. 
O thefe are dreadful means to fave thy fon. 

MEROPE. 
They are indeed : thou fliudder'ft at the thought : 
It is a crime. 

N A R B A S. 
But to deftroy thy child 
Were ftill more horrible. 

MEROPE. 

Away: defpair 
Has giv'n mc courage, and rcftor'd my virtue : 

Let's 
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Let's to the temple ; there I'll (hew the people 
My dear ^gifthus ; 'twixt myfelf and th'altar 
Will place my fon ; the gods will fee him there; 
They will defend him, for from them he fprang : 
Too long already perfecuting heav'n 
Hath fcourg'd his helplefs innocence ; and now 
It will avenge hun : O I will fet forth 
His favage murth'rer in the blackeft colours. 
Till vengeance fliall infpire each honeft heart 
With tenfold rage : now dread a mother's cries, 

cruel tyrants, for they will be heard : 
They come ; alas ! I tremble yet, defpair 
And horror feize me : hark, they call, my fon 
Is dying : fee the cruel murth'rer plants 
A dagger in his breaft : a moment more 
And he is loft : ye favage minifters 

[TurniDg to the facrificcrs* 
Of the bafe tyrant, you muft drag the vi£lim 
Up to the altar j can you, muft you do it ? 
O vengeance, duty, tenderncfs, and love. 
And thou great nature, what will ye ordain. 
What will ye do with an unhappy queen, 
Abandon'd to defpair ? 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACTV. SCENE 1. 
AGISTHUS, NARBAS, EURICLES. 
NARBA8. 

OU R fate is yet uncertain, whilft the tyrant 
Still keeps us in the palace ; all my fears 
Are for ^gifthus : O my king, my fon. 
Let me iUll call thee by that tender name, 
live, di(arm the tyrant's rage, prefervc 
A life fo dear, fo precious to Meflene, 
So valued 1>y thy faithful Narbas ! 

EURICLES. 

Think 

On the poor .queen, who, for thy fake alone 
An humble fuppliant, fprinkles with her tears 
The tyrant's murth'rous hand. 

^GISTHUS. 

I'm fcarce awaken'd 
From my long dream, I feem as one new-born ; 
A wand'ring ftranger in a world unknown j 
New thoughts infpire, new day breaks in upon me ; 
Thefon of Merope, and great Crefphontes ; 
And yct'his murth'rcr triumphs j he commands. 
And I obey ; the blood of Hercules 
A captive and in chains ! 

NARBAS. 
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NARBAS. 

O wou*d to heav'n 
The grandfon of Alcides ftill rcmain'd 
Unknown in Elis ! 

-ffiGISTHUS. 
Is it not moft ftrange, 
Young as I am, that I fliou'd know already. 
By fad experience, ev'ry human woe ? 
Horror and (hame, and banifhment, and death, 

^ Since my firft dawn of life, have prefs'd upon me : 
A perfecutcd wretch I wandered long 

^From clime to clime, hid in the defart's gloom, 
I languifh'd there in vile obfcurity : 
Yet, bear me witnefs heav*n, mid*ft all my woes, 
Nor murmur'd nor complain'd : tho* proud ambition 
Devoured my foul, I learn'd the humble virtues 
That fuitcd beft my hard and low condition : 
Still I rcfpcfled, ftiU obey'd thee, Narbas, 
And lov'd thee as a father ; nor wou'd e'er 
Have wifli'd to find another, but high hcav'n 
Wou'd change my fate to make me but more wretched : 
I am Crefphontes' fon, yet can't revenge him j 
iVe found a mother, and a tyrant now 
Will fnatch her from mc ; foon Oit mud be his : 
O I cou'd curfc the hour that gave mc birth, 
And the kind fuccour which thy goodnefs lent me : 

O 
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Owhy didft thou holdback th'uplifted hand 
Of a miftaken mother ? But for thee 
I had fuliiird my fate, and all my woes 
Had ended with my life. 

NARBAS, 
We are undone. 

The tyrant comes. 

S C E N E ir. 

POLIPHONTES, 7EGISTHUS, NARBAS, KURICLICS, 
Guards. 

POLIPHONTES. ^ 

[To Naibas and the rc$. 
Retire : and thou, rafh youth, 
Whofe tender years demand my pity, liH:, 
And mark me well ; for the laft time I coinc 
To give thee here thy choice of life or deaths 
Thy prcfent and thy future happinc/I-^, 
Thy very being hangs upon my will : 
I can advance thee to the higheft rank, 
Or Ihut thee in a dungeon, kill or fave thee : 
Remov-d from courts, and bred in folitude, 
Thou art not fit to govern ; let mc guide 
In wifdom's ways thy unexperienced youth ; 
Aflume not in thy humble ftate a pride 
Which thou miftak'ft for virtue : if thy birth 
. Vol. IV. E Be 
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Be mean and lowly, bend to thy condition ; 

If happier fate hath giv'n thee to dcfcend 

From royal blood, and thou wert born a prince^ 

Make thyfelf worthy of thy noble rank. 

And learn of me to rule : the queen, thou fec'ft. 

Has fet thee an example ; flie obeys. 

And meets me at the temple follow ber. 

Tread in my fleps, attend us to the altar. 

And fwear eternal homage to thy king. 

To Poliphontes : if thou fcar'ft the gods. 

Call them to witnefs thy obedience ; hafte, 

^Tic gates oT glory open to receive, 

And not to enter may be fatal to thee : 

Determine therefore now, and anfwer me. 

-ffiGISTHUS. 
How can I anfwer when thou haft diiarm'd me? 
Thy wordsy I own, aftonifli and confound ; 
But give me back that weapon which thy fears 
Have wrefted from me ; give me my good fword. 
And I will anfwer as I ought ; will (hew thee. 
Perfidious as thou art, which is the Have, 
And which the mafter, whether Poliphontes 
Was born to rule o'er princes, or iEgifthos 
To fcourgc oppreflbrs. 

PO L I. 
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POLIPHONTES. 

Impotence and raflinefs t 
My kind indulgence makes thee infolent : 
Tbeu think'ft I'll not demean myfelf fo far . 
To puniih an unknown rebellious flave ; 
But mercy» thus abufed, will change to wrath : 
I give thee but a moment to determine. 
And fhall exped thee at the altar there 
To die or to obey : guards, bring him to mc : 
Narbas, to you and Eurides I leave 
Ttie haughty rebel j you (hall anfwer for him : 
I know your hatred of me, and I know 
Your weaknefs too, but truft to your cxpct icncc, 
You will advife him for the beft ; mean time 
Remember, whether he's the fon of Narbas 
Or Merope, he muft obey, or die. 

SCENE III. 
iBGISTHUS, NARBAS, EURlCLEb. 
-ffiGISTHUS. 
rU liften to no counfel but the voice 
Of vengeance; Oinfpiremc, Hercules, 
O from thy feats of endlcfs blifs look down 
On thy ^gifthus, animate his fou), 
E 2 
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And guide his footfteps ! Poliphontes calls, 
I will attend him ; let us to the altar. 

NARBAS. 

Wilt thou then die ? 

EURICLES. 
We muft not follow thee : 
' Let us colle£l our few remaining friends. 
And ftrive 

JEQISrUVS. 
Away : another time my ibul 
Wou'd liften to your kind advice, for well 
I know ye love me j but no counfellors 
Muft now be heard fave all-direfting heav'n 
And my own heart : th' irrefolute alone 
Is fway'd by others, but the blood of heroes 
Will guide itfclf : away, the die is caft. 
What do I fee ? O gracious heav'n ! my mother ! 

SCENE. IV. 

MEROPE, JEGISTHUS, NARBAS, EURICLES, 

Attendants. 

MEROPE. 
Once more, iEgifthus, by the tyrant's order, 
"We meet together j he has fcnt me to thee : 
Think not that, after thefc dctcfted nuptials, 
I mean to live ; but for thy fake, my (on. 
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I have fubmicted to this (hameful bondage : 
For thee aloi«e I fear ; for thee I bear 
This load of infamy : O l'ivCy iEgifthu5> 
Let me intreat thee, live j e'er thou can'ft rule 
Thou muA obey, and fer\'itade muft open 
The path to vengeance } thou contemn'ft my weak- 
nefs, 

I knmr thou doft } but O the more I love 
Tlie more I fear« O my dear child — - 

AGISTHU8. 

Be bold. 

And follow me. 

MBROPE. 
Alas f wim woud'ft thou do ? 
Why, ye juft goda,' why was he made too vhtuous? 

iEGISTHUS. 
See*ft thou my father's tomb ? dbll thou not bear 
His voice ? art thou a mother and a queen ? 
O if thou arc, come on. 

MEROPE. 
Methinks fome god 
Infjpires thy ibu), and rai&s the ^ove 
The race of mortals : now I kc the blood 
Of great Alcides flows uiro' cvVy vein, 
. And animates ^gifthus : O my Ton, 

E 3 Give 



8o M E R O P E- 

Give n)e a portion of thy noble fire, 
And raife this drooping heart ! ' 

-ffiGJSTHUS. 

Haft tboii^ no friends 

Within this fatal temple ? 

MEROPE. 

Once I bad 

A croud of followers when I was a queen. 
But now their virtue finks beneath the weight 
Of my misfortunes, and they bend their necks 
To this new yoke : they hate the tyrant, yet 
Havecrown'd him ; love their queen, and yetdefert her. 

JBGISTHUS. 
By all art thou abandoned ; at the altar 
Waits Poliphontes for thee ? 

MEROPE. 

Yes^ 

AGISTHUS. 

His foldlers. 

Do they attend hfm ? 

MEROPE. 

No: he is furrounded 
By that ungrateful ^thlefs croud that once 
Encircled Merope, by them upled 
To th' altar I will force for thee alone 
A paflage. 

. ^GISTHUS. 
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^GISTHUS. 
And alone I'll follow ihee : 
There (hall I meet my anceftors divine : 
The gods who punifh murth'rers will be there* 

MEROPE. 

Alas ! diefe fifteen years they have contemn'd ther. 

They did it butto try me. 

ME ROPE. 
. What's thy purpofc ? 

JEGISTHUS- 
No matter what ; let us begone : farewell 
Mymourn^/riends, at|eaftye fbonfhall know 
The foR of Meiope deferv'd your care. 

[ToNaibasy embradng hloi. 
Naibas, believe me^ thou (halt never blufb 
To own me for thy fon. 

S C E N E V. 
NARBAS. 

What means ^giflhus? 
Alas! my cares are firHiileTs all and vain': 
I hoped the fure flow*moving hand of time 
lybu'djuftify the ways of heav'n> an() place 

E 4 The 
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7'he wrong'd iEgifthus (on Meflcne's throne; 
• But'guilt ftill triumphs, and my hopes are vanifliM) 
His courage will deftroy him ; death awaiti 
His difobedicncc. 

EURICLE6. 
Hark I theyihout 
NARBA8. 

Alas I 

It is the fatal flgnal. 

BURICLE8. 
Let us liften* 

NARBA8. 

I tremble. 

EURICLB8. 
Doubdefs, at the very moment 
When Poliphontes was to wed the queen^ 
She has dIflblvM the ihameful bonds by death, 
For fo her rage had purpos'd. 

NARBA8. 

TheiiiEgifthus 
Muft perifh too, (he {hou'd have liv'd for him* 

EURICLE8. 
The notfe increa^ like the rolling thunder 
Onward iccomce, ande/ry moment grow» 
More dreadful. 

N A R B A S; 
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NARBAS. 
Hark ! I hear on ev'ry fide 
The tnimpets found, the groans of dying men. 
And clafli of fwords ; they force the palace. 

EURICLES. 

See 

Yon Moody iquadron ; look, it is difpers'd ; 
They fly. 

NARBAS. 
Peihaps to ierredie tyrant's caufe. 

EURICLES. 
Far asimy eyes can reach I fee them ftill 
Ewag*d in &hf. 

NARBAS. 
Whofe blood wiU there be flied ? 
Surdy I heard the name of Merope, 
And of JEpOhus* 

EURICLES. 
Thanks to heav'n, the ways 
Are open, I wiH hence, and know my fate. 

[. He goes out. . 

NARBAS. 
Ill follow thee, but not with cqy.il (iep^, . 
For I am old and feeble : O.ye gous ! 
Reftore my ftrength, give to this nenreleis arm . 
Its fonnor vigor; let mefave oiy km^, , 

E S . Ox : 
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Or yield up the poor remnant of my days, 
And die in bis defence. 

SCENE VI. 

NARBAS, ISMENIA. [ A craud of peoplt. 
NARBAS. 
Who's there? Ifmenia? 
B?oody and pale ! O horrid fpe£lacle I 
Art thou indeed Ifmenia? 

ISMENIA. 
O my voice^ 
My breath is loft; let me recover them, 
And I will tell tbcc all. 

NARBAS. 

Myfon— 

The queen — do they yet live ? 

ISMENIA. 

I'm fcarce myfelf ; 
Half dead with fear; the croud have borne me hither. 

NARBAS. 

H'>w does -ff!gifthu3 ? 

ISMENIA. 

O he i^ indeed 
The fon of gods ; a ftroke fo terrible. 
So noble ! never did th' unconquer'd courage 
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Of great Alddes witha deed fo bold 
Afionifh mortals. 

NARBAS. 
O my ion, my king* 
The woik of my own hands, the gallant hero ! 

ISMENIA. 
CrownM with frefhflow'rs theviSim was prepared. 
And Hymen's torches round die altar blaz'd. 
When Poliphontes, wrapped in gloomy iilence. 
Stretch forth his eager hand ; the prieft pronounc'd 
The folenm -words ; amidft her weeping maids 
Stood fix'd in grief the wretched Merope ; 
Slow (he advanced, and trembling in thefe armst 
Inftead of Hymen, call*d on death ; the people 
Were iilent all ; when from the holy threfhold, . 
A more dian mortal form, a youthful hero 
Stepp'd forth, and fudden darted to the altar ; . 
' It was ^gifthus ; there undaunted feiz^^d^ 
The axe thatibr die holy fefUval 
Had been prepared ; then widi the light^ning's fpeed 
He ran, and felKd the tyrant ; die, be cry'd, 
Ufurper dye ; now take your viAim, gods. 
Erox, the monfter*s vite accomplice, (aw 
His mafter wek'ring in his blood, uprais'd 
His hand for vengeance ; but ^gifthus fmote 
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The flave, and laid him it the tyfant's feet: 
Mean time, recover'd, Poliphontcs rofe 
And fought ; I faw ^gifthus wounded ; Glw 
The fierce encounter : the guards ran to part them; 
When Mei'ope, fuch pow'r has mighty love, 
Pierc'd thro' oppofing multitudes, and cry*d. 
Stop, ye inhuman murth'rers, 'tis my fon, 
'Tis my ^gifthus, turn your rage on me. 
And plant your daggers in the breaft of her 
Who bore him, of. his mother, and your queen : 
Her (hrieks alarm'd the croud, and a firm band 
Of faithful friends fecurM her from the rage 
Of the rude foldiers ; then might you behold 
The broken altars, and the facred ruins : 
On ev*ry iidcf confufion, war, and flaughter 
Triumphant reign'd ; brothers on brothers rofe. 
Children Were butchered in their mother arms. 
Friends murther'd friends, the dying and the dead 
Together lay, and o'er their bodies trampled 
The flying croud ; with groans the temple rung. 
Amidft the uproar of .contending legions 
I lofl i^gifthus and the queen, and fled : 
In vain I afk'd each pafHng fVranger whither 
They bent their way j their anfwers hot increafe 
A// ecrron; ftill they cry> lie Ms^ he's dead. 
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I ran, I flew, and hj the timely aid 

Of thefe kind friends have reach'd this place of fafety : 

But flill I know not whether yet the queen 

And great ^giftfaus are prefiarv'd ; my heart 

Is full of .Xerrort* 

NARBAS. 
Thou great arbiter 
Of all that's mortal, providence divine. 
Complete thy glorious work, protect the good. 
Support ^e innocent, reward the wretched, 
Preferve'my (on, and I fhall die in peace ! 
Ha ! midfl yon croud do I behold the queen ? 

SCENE VII. 

MEROPE, ISMENIA, -NARBAS, people, foldien. 
[At the further part of the Ihige is exposM the Corpie of 
Poliphontety coyerM with a bloody robe] 

MfeRaPE. 
Priefls, warriors, friends, my fellow-citizens. 
Attend, and hear me rn the name of heav'n. 
Once more I fwear, ^gifthus is your king. 
The fcourgc of guilt, th*avenger of his father. 
And yonder bleeding corpfe, a hated monfter. 
The foe of gods and men, who flew my hufband, 
M/ dear Crefpbontcs^ and hU VkcA^\^ d^ixtx^^ 
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Opprefs'd Meilene,. and ufurp'd my kingdom. 
Yet dar'd to offer me his favage hand, ■ 
Still reeking with the blood of half my race. 

[ Meeting JEgiflhut» who cnten with thf axe in kit hand. 
But here behold MelTene's royal heir. 
My only hope, your queen's illuftrious fon. 
Who conquer'd Poliphontes : fee, my friends. 
This good old man, 

[Pointing to NarMf. 
Who favM him from the tyrant. 
And brought him here : the gods have done the reft* 

N A R B A S. 

I call thofc gods to wicnefs, 'tis your king ; 
lie fought for tliem, and they prote£Ud him. 

AGI8THUS. 
O hear a mother pleading for her fon, 
And know me for your king ! I have rcveng'd 
A father, I have conquer'd but for you. 

M E R O P E. 
If ftiU ye doubt, look on his glorious wounds : 
Who, but the great defcendant of Alcides, 
Cou'd fave Mefiene thus, and fcourge a tyrant i 
He will fupport his fubje£b, and revenge 
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An injtir*d people : hark ! the voice of hcav'n . . . . 
Confirms your choice, and fpeaks to you in thunder ^ 
It cries afoud, .^Egifthus is my ton. 

SCENE VIII. 

MEROPE, -ffiGISTHUS, rSMENIA, NARBASJ, 
EURICLES, people. 

EURICLES. 
O madam, fhew yourfelf to the pleas'd people. 
The king's return has fix'd their wav'ring minds, 
And'ev'ry heart is ours : th'impatient croud 
Shed tears of joy, and blefs your noble Ton : 
For ever will they hold this glorious day 
In^fweet remembrance ; ardently they long 
To fee their youthful fov'reign, to behold 
His faithful Narbas, and adore their queen : 
The name of Poliphontes is detefted ; 
Thine and the king's the praife of ev'ry tongue. 
O hafte, enjoy thy vift'ry and thy fame ; 
Enjoy a nobler prize, thy people's love. 

^GISTHUS. 
To heav'n afcribc the glory, not to me ; 
Thence comes our happinefs, and thence our virtue ^ 
Whilft Mcrope furvivcs, I will not mount 

Mcflenc's 
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Meilene's throne, my joy {hall be to place 

'A mother there ; and. thou, my deareft Narbas, 

Shall be my friend, my guide, my father flill. 



' End of the Fifth and Last Act. 
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PREFACE. 



THIS trifle was exhibited in the fummer, 1749, 
at Paris, amongft a number of entertainments 
which erery year conftantly produces in that city : in 
the ftill more numerous croud of pamphlets, which the 
town is over-run with, there appeared at this time one 
ertremcly wdl worthy of notice^ an ingenious and 
learned diflertatk>n, by a member of the academy of 
Rodielle, on a queftion which feems for fome year^ 
paft to have divided the literary world, namely, whe- 
ther we oug^t to write firious comeJies ? the author de* 
dares vehemently againft this new fpedes of the dra« 
Oia, to which,. I am afraid, the little comedy of Na^ 
nuu belongs : he condemns, and with reafon, every 
thii^ that carries wkh it the air of a tity tragedf : in 
reality, wlut .can be moce ridiculous, than a tragic 
plot carry'd on by low ' and vulgar chancers ? it is 
dcmsaning the buflun, and confounding tragedy and. 
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comedy, by » kind of baftard fpecies, a monfter, that 
(^u'd onlj^iirw^ itt bli th to an incapacity' t>f iiiCtdlin^ 
either in one or the other : this judicious writer blarney 
above a]l> thofe romantic forc'd intriguct which are to 
draw ttars from the iptAators^ and which we call, by 
way of ridicule, the cryvig cmidj : but into what fpeciet 
of comedy ought fuch intrigues to be admitted ? wouM 
they not be look'd upou ^-^ cflential and unpardo&abb 
faults in any performance whatfoever ? He condiidei 
by obferving, fhat if, in a comedy, pity lAay fome* 
times gp fo far as to mdt into tears, they IhouM be 
ihed by love alone : he cannot certainly mean by this 
(he pai&on of love as it is reprefented in pur beft tra- 
gedies, furious, barbarous, deAru£Uve, attended with 
guilt and remorfe ) but love gentle and tender, which 
alone is fit for comedy. 

This refle£^ion naturally produces another, which I 
ihall fubmit to the judgment of the learned ; vix. diat 
amongfl us tragedy has begun by appropriating to it- 
felf the language of comedy ; we may obferve, that 
love, in many of thofe performances where terror and 
pity dK>u'd be the diief fprings, is treated as it ought to 
fee treated in comedy. Gallantry, declarations of 
love, coquettry, archhefs and familiarity, are all to be 
met with amongfl: the heroes and heroines of Greece and 

Rome, 
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Rmm, whh which our tragedies abound : to that) in 
dfeAy die natural and tender love in our comedies is 
BOC flol'n from the tragic mufe ; it is not TTfalia who 
his committed a theft upon Milpmenr^ but, on th: 
other hand, Melpomene^ who for a long time has worn 
the bufkins of Thalia. 

If we caft our eyes on the iirft tragedies that had 
fuch amazing fuccefs in the time of Cardinal Richelieu-^ 
the Safhmijba of Mairet^ Mariamne^ Tyrannic Love^ and 
we (hall remark that love, in every one of 
themy talks, in a ftile quite familiar, and fomctimcs ex- 
trenicly low ; no lefs ridiculous than the pompous tone 
and emphafis of their heroifm: this is perhaps the 
feafon why, at thdt time, we had not one tolerable 
comedy, becaufe the the tragic fcene had dole away 
all its righu and privileges : it is even probable, that 
this determin'd Molicre fcldom to bcAow upon his 
lovers any ftrong lively and intcrefting paflion for each 
other: tragedy, he percciv'd, had anticipated him in 
this particular. 

From the time when the Sophonljba of Mairet ap» 
pear'd, which was our firft regular tuigcdj, we began 
to confider the declaration ' « ■ love I'rom our heroes, 
and the artful ard cc..]t.;.iiJl. , . , !■!'. . of our Iwroincs, 
together vnii itro!-;^ :'i.fui\.'; (,( :,\\\ gull ant ry, as 

things 



things eflcntiany neceflary to the tragic fcene : thAv 
are writings of thofe times ftill extant which quote the 
following verfes, fpoken by ^/T^/ri^ after the battle of 
Cirte, not without great Eulogiums on their extraor- 
dinary merit. 

By mutual flames I find my flame approvM, 
And love the more, the more I am belov'd ; 
Sighs grow by fighs, and wiihes wiibes form. 
As waves by waves are lafhM into a ftorm ; 
When two fond hearts indulgent Hymen chains. 
Alike ihou'd ht their pleafures and their pains. 

The cuftom of talking thus about love corrupted even 
(bme of our beft writers ; even thofe, whofe manly 
and fublimegeniufes were made to reflore tragedy to its 
ancient fplendor, cou'd not cfcnpe the contagion : in 
fomc of our fincft pieces we meet with, unhappy 
/acif that fubdued the courage of a Roman knight.^ 
The lover fays to his miftrcfs, ^^fyfdieu^ thou too 
•* virtuous^ and too charming ohje£f.** To which the 



♦ ■ ■ ■ iin malbeureux viiige, 

Qui (l*iin Clitvalicr Kuniain captiva Ic courage. 
1 Adicii, trop vcrtucua objet, U trop charmant. 



Heroijie 
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Ber6ine rqdies, adieu <^ *tbou tco unhappy and^oo per- 
f€& levir.** CUftpatra tells us, that a pringcfs, 
** t wfctf lefves her reputation^ if Jhe owns htr love^ i^. 
" furi to be belcnfd!* And that Cxfar Xftghsy and 
*« in plaintivi torn acknowledges . himfelf her captives 
" even in the field of vi^ory adding, that fl>e alone 
muft be. cruely and make Cafar unhappy. To which her 
<V)n(idante replies, ** § / wou'd ventttre to fiuear thaf 
** your charms boaft a^ power which they will never me^kt 
uferf:' . 

In all thofe pieces of the fame author, which were 
writen after his Death of Pompey^ we are forry to find 
the paffion of love always treated in this famihar man- 
ner ; but, without taking the unneceiTary trouble of 
piodudiig more examples of thefe glaring abfurdities, 
kt-us only confider fome of'the beft verfcs which the 
snithorof CinnaJias brought on theftage as maxims of 



* Adieu, trop malbeureiuc^ & tcop parfait amant. 
f l ■ ■ ■ aimant fa renommee 

£n arofuant quelle aime elt fure d'etre aimee. 
I t race des foupii-s, & du^n ftile plainti'f, 

I>ans (on. champ de viftoiie il fcJit fon captif. 
■^T'oferois bien jurer que vos cliarmans appas 

Sc vantent d'un pouvoir dont ils n'uferont pas. 
1 have here given the original of thefe few (hoit quotitionft, that 
the reader may fee the fullforce, both of tlie abiiinlity, and of 
Hr. V^Ucure\ ridicule of it. 

gallantry. 
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gallantly. Then are cet*ta!n ftcret tiesj and finipa'^ 
ibitic fiilings^ by wbofe f$fi affituty fouls an linffd /»- 
•* gethcTj attached tOy and ftruck by each other by I haw 
not what darm, which it is impojjible to account for,** 
Wou'd one ever conceive that thefe fcntimen^^ which 
are certainly highly comic, came out of the mouth of a 
princefs of Partbiaj who goe$ to her lover to a(k her 
mother's life ? In fuch a dreadful crifis, who wou*d 
talk of the fympathctic feelings by whofe Jofi affinity fouls 
are Uni*d together ? Wou'd Sophocles ever have produced' 
fuch madrigals ? do not all thefe amorous fentiments 
belopg to comedy only I 

That great writer, who has carry'd the harmony of 
verfe to fuch a point of perfe&ion, he who made love 
fpeak a language at pnce fo noble and fo pathetic, hat» 
notwithilanding, brought into his tragedies fcveral 
fccnes which Boileau thought much more propqr for 
the elevated ftile of Terence's comedies, than fuicablc to 
the dignity of the great rival of Euripides^ who is even 
fometimes fuperior to him. One might quote above 
an hundred verfes in this taAe ; not but that this fa« 
miliar fimplicity has its beauties, and may fcrvc by way 
of preparation for the pathetic ; but if thefe ftrokci of 
fimplicity belong even to the tragic mufe, with ftill 
more rcafon do they fuit high comedy : this is the ex- 

aa 
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tSt point where ti^gedy defcends, and comedy raifes 
itfelf 'y where thp two arts meet, as it were, and touch 
each other : here their feveral limits are confounded : 
and if Orejies and Hermione are permitted to fay, 

* O do not wifli for the fate of Pyrrhusj I fhould 

* hate you too much— you wou'd love me ftill more : 

* O that you wou'd look on me in another manner ! 

* you wifli to love me, and yet 1 cannot pleafe you : 

* you wouM love me, madam, by wifliing me to hate 

* — for, in fhort, he hates you j his heart is othcr- 

* wife engaged ; he has no longer- 

• Who told you, my lord, that he dcfpifes mc ? do 

* you think the fight of me infpires contempt r' 

If thefe heroes, I fay, exprefs thcmfelves in this fa- 
miliar manner, with how much greater reafon fhou*d 
we admire the Mifanthrope fpcaking thu$ with vehe- 
mence to his miftrefs ? 

Rather blufli' you, for fo you ought, I have too 
fure teftimony of your falfehood — it was not in vain 
that my love was alarm'd, butthink not I will tamely 
bear the injury without being reveng'd— 'tis a trea- 
fon, a perfidy which Cannot be too fcverely puniihed s 
yesy I will give a loofe to ray refentment, I am no 
longer mafter of myfelf, pailion intirely pofl'efles 
Vol. IV. F , • " me: 
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* mti mortally wounded as I am by youy my fenfcf 
are no longer under the government of reaibo.^' 
Certainlyi if all the Mifanthropg was in this taftc, it 
wou*d no longer be a comedy ; and if Ori/lis and 
Htrmwi talk'd throughout in the manner they do in 
the lines above quoted, it wou'd be no tragedy : but 
after thefe two very diflTerent fpecies met thus together, 
they fall back each into their proper fphere \ one re- 
fumes the pleafant Aile, and the other the fublime. 

Comedy therefore, I repeat it once more, may be 
impaflion*d, may be in tranfport, or in tears, provid- 
ed at the fame time th«it it malces the good and virtu- 
ous finilc : but if it was intircly deflitute of the vis 
ccmiai% \U from beginning to end, it bad nothing in it 
but the ferious and melancholy, it wou'd then be a 
fpecies (rf writing very faulty, and very difagreeable. 
It muft be acknowledg*d, that there is no fmall difi- 
ttulty in making the fpodlators pafi infenfibly from 
tears to laughter, and yet this tranfition, hard as it is 
to manage in a comedy, is not the lefs natural. We 
have already remark'd in another place, that nothing 
is more common than accidents that affliA the 
mindf fome ceruin circumftances of which 
may, notwithftanding, excite at Icaft a momentary 
ifib and gayety ; thus, unhappily for US| is human 

nature 
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natuft frsuned. Hmner reprefents even his gods laugh- 
ing at Vulcartf aukwardnels, whilft they are deciding 
the fate of the whole univerfe. He£for fmiles at the 
ieart of his (on J/lyanaxj whilft Andromache is Ihedding 
tears. We often fee, that even amidft the horror o^ 
battles, conflagrations, and all the difafters that mortals 
are fuljed to, a good thing, luckily hit off, will raife a 
laugh, even in the bofom of terror and pity. In the 
batrieof SpireSy a regiment was forbid to give quarter, 
'd german officer begg'd his life of one of ours, who 
anfwer^d him thus : ** 5/r, ajk anything in the word elf 
ikt as to your life^ I caiCt pojfthly grant it** This Jry 
^nd whimfical anfwer pafs'd from one to another, and 
evfery body laugh'd in the midft of flaughter and de- 
ftruAion ; why therefore fliou'd not laughter follow the 
moft ferious and afTefting fcenes in a comedy ? don't 
we fytnpathife with Alcmend's diftrefs, and yet laugh 
with Sofia? how ridiculous it is to difpute againft ex- 
perience ! if thofc who ftill conteft this matter love rhimc 
better than reafon, let them take the following vcrf?^. 

• OVr*this ftrahge world ftill reigns the tyrant V.\ ■ . 

And all by turns his powerful influence prov c ; 
' Sometimes a mighty empire he o*crthrows, 
* Now foars in lofty verfe, now creeps in^profc ; 

F 2 Sofr.ctiit^'-jii 



Sometimes in tragic garb his paflion mourns^ 
Sometimes the humbler comic mufe adorns : 
Fire in his eyes^ and arrows in his hand. 
He fpreads or pains or pleafures thro' the land : 
Ih plaintive elegy his carols fweet 
Nowifings, now jocund laughs 9tSylvia*$(ect\ 
For ever varying, and for ever new, 
From firious Maro down to gay Chaulieu : 
Bound by no laws, and to no vcrfe confined, 
He rules o'er every ftate, and cv*ry mind. 
The univerfal idol of mankind. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



The Count d'OLBAN,.a nobleman retir'd ^to the 
country* 

The Baronefs del'ORMB, a relation of the Count 'i. 



difagreeable to live with. 

The Marchioneft d'OtBAN, mother of the Count. 

Nanjnje, a young girl, btroi^bt up in the Count'* 
houfe. 

Philip HoMBSRT^ apeafaatmAenei^bQoriMM^ j| 
Blaise, the gardener. 



ScENi) the Count d'OLBAN^s country feat 




1 /T^l .^1f 



Gbrmon, 
Marin, 



Servants 
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COMEDY 



ACT 1. SCENE 1. 
TbtCouAt d*OLBAN, the Baroads derORME. 
BARON£SS. 

IN fhoft) mjr lord) it is time to come to an explana- 
tion with regard to this affair 5 we are no. children^ 
therefore let us talk freely : you have been a widower 
for thefe two years pail, and I a widow about as long 
the law-fuit in which we were unfortunately engag'd. 



* This Comedy is called in the French Nanine, ou leprejug^ 
vnnca Nanine, or Prejudice overcome. It is written, as we are 
told in the title page, in veries of ten fyllaUcs. The abfordity of- 
Comedies in rhime I have already remarked* The original, 
begixis thus i 

II faut parler, il faut, Moniieur le Comief 
Vous expliquer nettement fiir mon Comfie. 

The reader cannot hut obferve, what villainous rhimes Comi$^ 
and Compti are, and perhaps will more readil]^ forgive my «- 
ducing this comedy into plain proie. 

F 4 and 
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and which gave us both fo much* uncaflne/s, is at an 
end; and all our animofitiei, I hope, now bury'd 
wkh thofc who were the caufes of them. 

COUNT. 

I am glad on't; for law-fuits were always my 
averfion. 

BARONESS. 
' And am not I as hateful as a Uw-fuic ' 

COUNT. 

. You madam ? 

BARONESS. 
Yes, I, fir : for thcfc two years paft we have liv*d 
together, with freedom, as relations and friends ; the 
ties of blood, tafte, andintereft, feem to unite ui, and 
to point out a more intimate connc6lion. 

COUNT. 

Intereft, nuidam ? make ufe of ibme better term, I 
beicech you. 

BARONESS. ' 
Thatf fir, I cannot j but with grief I find, your 
inconftant beart'no longer confiders me in any other 
light than at your relation. 

COUNT. 

I do not wear the appearance, madam, of a trifler. 

BARONESS. 
You wear the appearance, fir, of a pcrjur'd villain. 

COUNT. 
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COUNT. [Afidc. 

Ha! what'stbis? 

BARONESS. 
Ycsy firt you know the fiiit my hufband began 
againft you, to recover my eftate, was, by agreements 
to have been terminated by a marriage ; a marriage yci^ 
told me, of choice; you were engaged to me, you know 
you ane; and he who defers the execution of his pro* 
mile fekk>m means to perform it. 

COUNT. 

You know, I wait for my mother's confcnt. 

BARONESS. 
Adodng oU woman : well, fir, ahd what then I 

COUNT. 
I love and refpedher yet. 

BARONESS. 
But I do not, fir. Come, come, thefe are idle frivolous 
ezcuies for your unpardonable falfehood : you wait not 
fer ber, or for any body ; perfidious, ungrateful man I 

COUNT. 

Who told you fo, madam, and whence all this vio^- 
lence of paffion? who told you hi whence com^ 
your information, madam I 

¥5 BARONESS. 
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BARONESS. 
Who told me? yourfelf, yourfelf. Your wotds, 
your manner, your' air, your whole behaviour, put 
.on on purpofe to affiront me : it (bocks me to fee 'it': 
^aft in another manner, or find fome better excufes for 
ijrour condu£V.: can you think me blind to the fliame* 
ful unworthy paffion that directs you, apaiEonfor the 
lovfeft meaneft objed? you have deceiv*d me» fir, 
bafely deceived me» 

COUNT. 

^is &]fe, I cannot deceive ; diffimulation is no 
part of my charafter. I own to you, there was a 
tiipe when you were agreeable' to me, I admir*d you^ 
and flatter'd myfelf that I (hou'd have found in you a 
treafure to make amends for that which heaven had de* 
priv'd me ^f ; I hoped in this fweet afylum to have 
tailed the fruits of a peaceful and happy union : hut you 
have found out the means to deftroy your own power, 
Irove, as I told you lohg' fincc, has two quivers, one 
fiird with daxts, tipp'd with the pureft flame, which 
inrptres the foul wifh tender feelings, refines our taftc* 
and fentimehts, enlivens our affedion, and enhances 
^our pleafures : the other is full of cruel arrows, tha^ 
wound our hearts with quarrels, jealoufy, and (uf|>i- 
cion^ hriii^ on coldneis and indifi^icnce, an4 remove 

the 
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the warmth of pafEon to make room for difguft and 
fiitiety : thefe, madam, are (he darts which yoi^ have 
dcawaforth) againft us both, and yet you exp€& that 
I ihou'd love* 

BARONESS. 
There, indeed, I own myfclf in the wrong : I 
ought not to expert it : it is not in your power : but 
you are falfe, and now wou'd reproach me for it, and 
Tmuft fuffer your infults, your fine fimilies and illuf- 
trations : but pray, (ir,. what is it I have done to lofe 
this mighty treafure t what have you to find fault with f 

COUNT. 

Your temper, your humours, madam : beauty 
yleafes the eye alone^ foftnefs and complacency charm, 
tbc foul*. 

BARONESS. 
And have not you your humours too, fir. ? 

COUNT.. 

Doubtlefs, madam; and^ for th^t very reafon^ 
wou'd have an indulgent wife ;^ one whofe fweet com- 
plying goodnefs wou'd bend a little to ray frailties, ajid 
condeicend to reconcile me to.myfciif, to -heal my 
wpund^ without burjiing tb^m, to Correal without 
aiTuming, to govern without being a tyrant,, tp infi-r 
jQuate herfelf by degree^ into my begft> a$ {he, li^bi 
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of a fine day opens gradually on the weak and delicate 
eye : he who feels the yoke that is put on him will al- 
ways murmur at it ; and tyrannic love is a deity whonok 
1 abjure: I wou'd be a lover, but not a flave: your 
pride, madam, wou'dmake me contemptible : I have 
faults, I own I have ; but heaven made woman to 
corre&the leaven of our fouls, to foften our affli£bons9 
fweeten our bad humours, footh our paffions^ anit 
make lis* better and happier beings : this was what 
they were defign'd for ; and, for my part, I wou'd 
prefer Ug]inc(s and affability to beauty with pride and 
arrogance. 

BARONE8S. 
Excellently well moralis'd, indeed ; and ib when youi 
infult, abufe, and betray me, I in return, with mean 
complacency, muft forgive the (hameful extravagance 
of your paffion ; and your afTumM air of grandeur and 
magnanimity muft be a fufficient excufe to me for all 
the bafenefe of your heart. 

COUNT. 

How, madam ? 

BARONESS. 

Yes, fir : I know you : it is the young Nanine who 
has done me this injury ; a child, a fervant, a field 
bcgi;ar, whom my fooliilh tei^demefs npuriib'd and fup- 

ported; 
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ported ; whom your fond eafy mother) touch'd with 
falfe pity, took up out of the bofoiii of penury and 
fonrowr G you blufh, fir, do- you ? 

COUNT. 
I, madam ? I wifh her well, 

BARONESS. 
You love her, fir : I know you do. 

COUNT. 

Well, madam, and if I did love her, know, I 
wou'd openly avow it. 

BAKONESS. 

Nay, I believe you are capable of it. 

COUNT. 
, I am fo. ' 

BARONESS. 

And wou'd you break thus through all the bounds 
of decency, degrade your rank, demean your birth, 
and, plung'd as you are in fhame and infamy, laugh 
at and defy all honour ? 

COUNT. 

Call it prqudice : whatever you, or the world may 
think, 'madam, I never miftake vanity for honour and 
glory: you lovt pomp and fplendor, and place 
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grandeur and nobilicy in a coat of arms : I look for it 
in the heart. The man of worthy who has mxfif&y 
with courage, and the woman who has fenfe and Ipiriti 
tho' without fortune, rank, or title^ are, in my eyes, 
the firft of human kind. 

BARONESS. 

But fure they ought to have (bme rank andcqoditioQ 
in life. Wou'd you treat a low born (cholar, or aa 
honeft man of the meaneft hirth^ becaufe he hid i little 
.virtue^ in the fame manner, and with the fame rt^piSt^ 
as your wou'd a lord ? 

The virtuous {hou*d always have the preferenoe*. • 

BARONESS. 
This extravagant humility is infupportable:*do. 
we owe nothing then to our rank ? 

COUNT. 

Yes ; to be honeft. 

BARONESS. 
My noble blood wou*d afpire to a higher charader* 

COUNT. 

Tliat is a high one, which defies the vulgar. 
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BARONESS. 
Thus you degrade all quah'ty. 

COUNT. 
No : thus I do honour to humanity. 

BARONESS. 
Ridiculous ! what then becomes of the world ? what 
is fidbion ? 

COUNT. 

Fafluon, madam, is.defpis'd by wifdom : I will obey 
ridiculous commands in my drefs perhaps, but not in 
my fentiments : No : it becomes a man to z& like a 
man, to preferve to himfelf his own tafte and his own 
thoughts : am I ridiculoufly to afk of others what I am 
to feek, orj^ avoid, to praife, or condemn ? muft the 
world decide my fate ? furely I have my reafon, and 
^that Ihou'dbe my guide: apes were made for imita^ 
tion only, but man (hou'd a<Sl from bis own heart. 

BARONESS. 
Why, this to be fure is freedom of fenttment, and 
talking like a philofopher. Go then, thou noble and 
fublime foul, go, and (all in love with village damfels, 
be the happy rival of ploughmen and hedgers : go, and 
fupporc the honour of your race. 

COUNT. 

Gooi heaven ! what muft I do ? How am I to 
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S C E N E II. 
The COUNT, the BARONESS, BLAISE. 

COUNT. 
Well, fir, what do you want i 

BLAISE.. 

Your poor gardener, (ir, humbly befcechct your 

honour 

COUNT. 

My honour ! well, Bkdfe, and what wou'd'ft thou 
have of my honour i 

BLAISE. 

An pleafe your honour, I wou'd fain-^be marry*d 
and— — 

COUNT. 

With all my heart, Blaife, you have my confent ; 
I like your defign, and will affift you : I love folb 
(bou'd marry. Well, and thy fpoufe eled, Blaife^ 
what I is (be ? handfome ? 

BLAISE. 

O yes, fir, a delicate little morfek 

BARONESS. 
And docs fbe like you, Blaife? 

BLAISE. 

O ress 
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C6UNT. 
Well, and her name is f 

BLAISE. 

Yes, 'tis 

COUNT. 
Whatf 

BLAI6E. 
The pretty Ndnine. 

COUNT. 

Nanine? 

BARONESS. 
Well, very well indeed 1 J iq)prave' of ihft mAeh 
extremely. 

COUNT. [Afide^ 

iieav'n ! how am I funk I it cannot^ muft notbe* 

Bl-AISB, 
I's Aire, ' maifter will like It. ' . 

CO^H'f'. 

■ What ! did you fay (he lov^d you, rafcal ? 

BLAISE. 

1 beg pardon, fir, I- — — 

COUNT, 

Did fhe tell you that (be lov'd you, fir I 

BLAISE. 
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hers ; money, and land) every thing I have, body and 
foul, Blaife and all. 

BARONESS. 
Believe me, Blaife, I with you as well you can 
wifli yourfelf, and ihou'd be glad to ferve you : lihou'd 
be glad to fee y'ou marry'd this very night : nay, what's 
more, PU give her a portion. 

BLAISE. ' . 

O good dear baronefs I how I do love you t ii It 
poffible you can make me fo happy ? 

BARONESS, 
Alas! Blaife^ I am afraid I cannot^ weihaU UBfm 
fucceed* 

BLAISE. 
Obutyoumuft, madam. 

BARONESS* 
I wiih to God (he was your wife : wait for my 
drden, 

BLAISE. 
And muft I wait ? not long I hope. 

BARONESS. 

Be gone. 

BLAISE. 

Servant, madam: Ilhall have her, I lhall have her. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

The BARONESS. [Alonf. 

. What a ftrange adventure ! cou'd I have received a 
more cruel injury? a more Ihameful affront? the 
Count d' Olban rivall*d by a gardener here, boy, 
fjfo sails out to her fervant^ fetch Naiyne to me : 
fince I am fo unhappy, I muft examine her : where 
cou'd (he have learn'd Ais art of flattery ? who 
taught her to gain hearts, and to preferve them, 
to light up a ftrong and a lafting flame ? where ? 
doubtlefs, in her eyes, in plain and Ample nature : 
but this ihameful and unworthy paffion of his is ftill a 
iecret; it has not dared as yet to appear openly. 
D' Olban, I fee, has his fcruples about it : fo much 
Ae worfe ; if he had none, I might ftill have hopes ; 
but he has all the fymptoms of true love : O ! here 
ihe comes, the fight of her hurts me \ nature is moft 
unpift, to beftow fo much beauty on fuch a creatdre; 
'tis an aflFxont to nobility : come this way, madam. 

SCENE V. 
The BAROWESS, NANINE. 
NANINE. 

Madam. 



BARO- 
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BARONESS. 
And yet, after all, (he is not fo very handfome ; thofe 
great black eyes of her's cxprcfe nothing ; but if they 
have faid, I love ; ay, there's the danger : but I mufl-* 
come this way, child. 

NANINE. 
I come, madam, as is my duty. « 

BARONESS, 
Yes : but you make me wait a little for you ; pry- 
thee, child, ftep on : how aukwardly (he is made ' 
what a mein there is ! he was never made for fuch a 
creature as thee. 

NANINE. 

*Tis very true, madam : I affurc you, I have often 
blufli'd in fecret when I look'd on thefe fine clothes: 
but they were your firft prefent to me, the tSeGt of 
that goodnefs which I {hall ever acknowledge, and of 
that generous care with which you were pleas'd to 
honour me : you took a pride in dreffing me : O, ' ma« 
dim, remember how often you have proteded me: 
believe me, madam, I am ftill the fame : why (hou'd 
you wi(h to humble a fubmiffive heart, which can 
never forget itfelf? 

BARONESS. 
Bring that couch nearer to me O I am diftmflied : 
whence come you f what have you been about? 

NANINE. 
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NANINE. 

Reading, madam. 

BARONESS. 

Reading what ? 

NANINE. 
An Englifh book that was given mc. 

BARONESS. 
What's thcfubjea of it? 

NANINE. 

Tis extremely intcrefting : the author wou'd have 
us believe that we are all brethren, all born equal, and 
on a level with each other ; but 'tis an idle chimera, 
I can't reconcile myfelf to his doflrine. 

BARONESS. [ACdc. 
She will foon, I fuppofe — what vanity ! [To Nanint] 
bring me my ilandifh, and pen and ink. 

NANINE. 

Yes, madam. 

BARONESS. 
' Noi ftay : give me fomcthing to drink. 

NANINE. 

What, madam ? 

BARONESS. 
Nolhing : it's no matter : take my fan. — go and 
fetch my gloves~or — ftay it docs not fignify, you 

need 
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need not: come hither: take you care^ I defirCf 
never to think yourfclf handfome. 

NANINE. 

That, maflani, is a lelTon you have fo often taught 
me, that if I had fo much vanity, and felf-love had 
fuch influence over my foolifli heart, you wou'd foon 
have cured me of it, 

BARONESS. [Afide. 
Where can (he have Icarn'd all this ? how I hate 
her ! beauty and wit together ! 'tis intolerable <— 
hark'ee, child, you know the tendcrncfs I had for you 
in your infancy. 

NANINE. 

Yes, madam, and I hope my youth will be honoured 
with equal goodnefs from you. 

BARONESS. 
Be careful then to deferve it t it is my intention now, 
this very day, nay this very hour, to fix and eftabliih 
your happincfs ; judge then whether I love you. 

NANINE. 
To fix my happincfs ? 

BARONESS. 
Yes : I will give you a portion : the hufhand I 
defign for you is well-made, and every way worthy of 
you i a proper match for you in every particular, and 

the 
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tlie only one that at prefent cou'd fuit )ou : you ought 
to thank me for theachoice ; in a word, 'tis Blaile the 
gardener. 

NANINE. 

Blaife, madam ? 

BARONESS. 
Yes : why that fimpering ? do you hcfititc a 
moment to confent ? my offers, madam, I wou*d 
have you to know, are commands ^ obey^^ or expc£l 
my refentment* 

NANINE. 

But, madam 

BARONESS, 
Let me have no buts^ they offend me : a pretty thing 
indeed, for your impertinence to refufe a hufband at 
my hands ! that fimple heart of yours is fwell'd to a 
fine degree of vanity : but your boldncfs is a lit Jc 
premature, and your triumph will be of fhort du- 
ration : you take advantage of the capricious fortune 
of one lucky day, but fhall foon fee what will be the 
event. Thou ungrateful little wretch, haft thou the 
infolence to pleafe i you underftand me, madam, but 
ni bring you back to that nothingnefs from whence 
you came, and you fhall lament your folly and your 
pride : TU Ihut you up for the reft of your life in jl 
eonvent. 

Vol. IV. G NANIKE. 
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NANI^IE. 

On my knees I thank you, madam $ do, fbiit m^ 
up, my fate will be too mild-: yea,- madam, of all tli^ 
benefits you have ever beflowM on me, this, which yaa- 
call a punifhment, I fhall efteem the greateft favour : 
Qiut me up for ever in adoifter, there I will thank you 
for your goodnefs, and blefs my dear matter : there I 
(hall learn to calm thofe cruel fears, thofe dreadful 
alarms, thofe worft of evils, thofe paffions that are far 
more dangerous to me even than your refentment^ 
which fills me with terror and aftdnifliment : O 
madam, by that anger, i entreat you, deliver mct 
fave me, fave me, if poffible, from myfelf ; this mo- 
ment I am ready to go. 

BARONESS. 
Whu do I hear ? can it be ? are you in eamett, 
Nanine, or mean you to deceive me ? 

NANINE. 

No : indeed I do not. O do me this charming, this 
divine favour my heart ftands too much in need of it. 

BARONESS. [With tnoTport. 

Rife then, and let me embrace you. O happy hour ! 
my dear Nanine, my friend, Dl go this inftant and 
prepare your fweet retreat * O 'tis a charming thiagto 
live in >a convent ! 

NAKINE. 
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NANINE. ■ 
'Tis at leaft a Ihelter from the worid, and all its 
cares* 

BARONESS, 
my dear, 'cis a delightful fituation. 

NANINE. 
Do you think fb, madam ? 

BARONESS. 
This world is a hateful place — -jealous — 

NANINE. . [Sighing. 

Tis fo indeed. 

BARONESS. 
^ooIKb, wicked, vain, deceitful, inconftant, and 
migrateful : O 'tis a horrid place. 

NANINE. 

Yes, I fee it wou'd be fatal to me, I ought to flee 
from it." 

BARONESS. 
You ought indeed: a good com'ent is the bed 
haven of fccurijy : Now, my good lord, I think, I 
(hall be beforehand with you. 

NANINE. ! 
Did you % any thing about my mafter, madam r 



Ga BAROtfESS. 
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BAKONE68. 
O Nanmev I love thcc even to madfteft: thh 
niomcnt I wou'd, if pofliblc, lock thcc up never to 
come out again : but to night it is too late, we muft 
wait till morning. HarkVc, child, come to me at 
midnight to my apartment, andwe will fetofF fecrctly 
for the convent : be ready by fivo at fupthoft. 

S C E N E VI. 

NANINE. [Alone. 
How diftrcfsful is my condition ! what trouble and 
uneafmefs do I feel ! and what various paffions rife in 
my foul ! to leave fo good, -fo amiable a matter, pcrh^' 
- to ofTend him by it : and yet, if IHiad ftay'd, this ex* 
ccfs *of his c;oodnefs might have brought on worfe ca- 
lamities, and put his whf^Ic family in confufion. The 
baxonefs fcems apprchenfivc he has a particular regard , 
for me : but his heart cou'd never ftoop fo low j I muft 
not, dare not think of it : and my lady fcems defpe- 
ratcly angry about it : am I hated then, and Ihoii^d I 
be afraid of being belov'd ? O but myfelf, myfelf I 
have mod realbn to fear, and my foolifli heart, that 
beats fo at the thought of him. What will become of 
me ? taken out of my humble (late, my notions now 
arc too. rcfuicd and too exalted : it ii a misfortune, nay, 

' and 
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and it is a fault too, to have a mind above one's ron« 
dition. I muft go : I know it will kill me : but no 
matter. 

SCENE vir. 

The COUNT, NANINE, a fcrvant. 
COUNT. 

Stay at thatdeor there fomebody, d'ye hear? bring 
dttirs here, quick, make hafte. [He bsws to Nanine^ 
wb§ maiis him a Inu courtefy.l Come, fit down. 

tIAWINE. 

Who, Ifiri 

COUNT. 

Yes : I will have it fo : I mean to pay you, NAnine, 
til3t xeipe^ which your condud, your beauty, and 
jverit deferve : fliines the diamond with Ids luftre, or 
IS it kfi valuable, becaufe found in a defert I What's 
the matter ? your eyes feem bath'd in tears i O lk^ 
it but too plain s our angry baronefs, jealous of your 
charms, has been venting her ill humours on you, and 
left my poor girl weeping. 

NANINE. 

No, fir, no : her goodnefs, I afiure you, to me was 
never greater than at prefent \ but every thing here 
ibftcm and ^e£b me. 



G 3 COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

Vm glad to hear it ; I was afraid it was Tome of ber 
malice. 

NANINE. 

Why fo, fir? 

COUNT. 

O my dear girl, jealoufy reigns in every brcaft : 
every man is jealous when he is in love^ and every 
woman even before {he is fo. A young and bcjuidfu' 
girl, who at the fame time is good-natured and fincerCf 
is fure to difpleafe her whole fex : men are more jufty 
and we endeavour as well as we can to revengje our- 
Mves on you for your jealoufy : but, with regard to 
Naniue, I only do her juftice, I love that heart whi^h 
is void of artifice ; I admire the difplay of thofe extnu 
ordinary mlents which you have fo finely cultivated) 
and I am both furpris'd and charm'd at the ingenuous 
iimplicity of your manners. 

NANINE. 

O, fir, my merit is fmall indeed ; but I have feen 
you, have heard and been inftrudted by you : you 
Jiave raib*d me too high above my humble birth : I 
owe you but too much : from you only 1 have learned 
to think. 

COUNT. 

O Nanine, wit and good-ibife are not to be taught. 

N AN IN£ 
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NAININE. 

I think too much^ I fear, for one in my ftalion : my 
fortune dcfign'd me for the lowcft rank in life 

COUNT. 

Your virtues have plac'd you in the higheft : I u^ 
Cell me ingenuoufly, what efft& had that Englifti b<.o!c 
I lent you ? 

NANINE. 

Not convinced me at all, fir : I am more than ever 
<»r opimon, that there are hearts fo noble and fo gene* 
RMiif 'diat-all others muft appear mean and vile when 
put in* oomparifon with thema 

COUNT. 

True, Nanihe, and you are yourfelf a proof of it : 
but pennxt me to raife you for the future to i rank 
and ftation here left unworthy of you. 

MANINP. 

My condittony fir, is already too high, and too de- 
grable for me. 

COUNT. 

No, Nanine, that cannot be: henceforward I 
(hall confider you as one of the family ; my mother is 
coqiing, ihe will look on you as her daughter j my 
G 4 eftccm' 
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efteeni) and her tender friendfhip^ will put you on a 
different footing, and place you in a better rank than 
you have hitherto held under a proud and imperious 
- woman, 

NAt^INE. [Afide. 
She only taught me my duty, fir — > and a hard one 
it is to fulfil. 

COUNT. 

What duty ? yours, Nanine, is only topleafef and 
that you always perform i wou'd I cou'd do fb too | 
but you (hou*d be more at your ^fej and appear with 
more fplendor ; you are not yet in your proper /pheit* 

NANINE. 

I am indeed quite out of it, and it is that which makff 
me unhappy ; 'tis mymisfortune, perhaps an irreparaible 
one. [ ] O my lord, my mafter, remove, I 
^feecfii you, from me all thefe vanities : I am con- 
fus*d, overwhelm^ with your excefs of goodneis ; let 
me live unknown and unenvy'd ; hcav'n form*d m^ for 
obfcutity, and humility has nothing in it that to me 
is grating or difagreeable : leave me to my retreat i 
what ihou*d I do in the world, what (hou'd I wilh to 
fee there, after the admiration of your virtues f 



COUKT 
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COUNT. [Tohimfclf, 
It is too much^ I can refift no longer. 

[To Nanine« 

You remain in obfcurity ? you ? 

NABMNE. 

Whatever I may do, permit me to afk one favour 
you, 

COUNT. 
What is it ? fpeak. 

NANINE. 

• For fome time paft you have loaded me with prefents*. 

countI 

Pardon me, Nanine, I a£led but as a tender father^ 
who lov'd his child : I have not the art to fet off my 
prdents by flattery, I aim not at gallantry, and only 
deilre to be juft : fortune had done you wrong, and I 
meant to revenge the injury : but nature, in recom- 
pence for it, lavifh'd all her bounties on you, and her 
I ftrove to imitate. 

na-nine. 

You have done a great deal too much ; but I flatter 
myfelf I may-be permitted, without "being thought un- 
grateful, to difpofe of thofe-' noble prefents, which I 
£ball ever hold dear bccaufe they came from you* 

G s COUNT. 
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COUNT. 
^ ou mean to affront me, fure. 

SCENE VIIL 
The COUNT, NANINE, GERMON. 
GERMON. 
My lady wants you ; ihe waits. 

C^UNT. 

Let her wait then : what ! can't I fpeak a moment 
to you without being interrupted f 

NANINE. 

It gives me pain to leave you ; but you know, fir, 
1 ^e was my mifirefs. 
I ' COVNT. 

No : I know it not, nor ever will. 

i ^^ibANINE. 
I She has ftill a power over me,, 

I" . ■ 

COUNT. 

No fuch thing: ihe (hall have none — ^you l^h, 
1 1: Nantne, there's fomethtng at the lK>ttom of that hearty 
It what's "the matter ? 

NANINE. 
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NANINE. 

I am forry to leave you fir — but I muft— O Jieavcn 
«ow all is over. 

[She goes out.. 

S C E N E IX. 

Th^ COUNT, GERMON. 

COUNT. ' [Tohimfcff. 

She wept as fhe left me ^ for a long time flic has 
groan'd beneath the tyrannical caprice of this peevifli" 
baronefsj who infults her : and by what right, or what ' 
authority ? but 'tis an abuie which I will never fuff^r : 
this world is nothing but a louery of wealdi,' 'tides>\ 
dignities, rights, and privileges, bartered for without 
legal claim, and fcatter'd without diftinftion ~ htfre, 
you,— 

GEBMON. 

My ford. 

COUNT. 

To morrow morning lay this purfe of a hundred. ^ 
loni^ dor's upon hef toilette; be fure you don't fail 
you muft then go and fee after her fervants below,, 
they'll wait there* 

GERMON. 

The baronefs fball- certainly have them on h|^. 
toilette aocoiding to your orders. 
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■ COUNT. 
Blockhead, they're not for her : for Nanine, I tell you, 

GERMON. 
O very well, fir, I beg pardon. 

COUNT. 

Begone, leave me. [Germon goes cut,} Thisten- 
dernefs of mine can never be a weaknefs in me : true, . 
I idolife her ; but my heart was not touch'd by her 
beauty only, her chara^r is to the laft decree .amiable : 
I adqitre her foul ; but then her low condition— it if 
too high} were Ihe lower, I (hou'd love her yet 
more: but]tan I marry her? doubtlefs I may; can ' 
one pay too dear for being happy ? fhall I ft»u: the cen- 
fure of an idle world, and let pride deprive me of all 

I wiih for?, but then cuftom a cruel tyrant : nature 

has a prior right, and ihou'd be obey'd : and'fo I am 
Blaife's rival too ; and i;vhy not ? Blaife is a man ; he 
loves her, and he is in the right of it : fhe can be but 
in the pofleflion of one, though the defire of all : gar- 
deners may iigh for her, and fo might kings : my hap- 
pincfe will juflify my choice. 



End of the First Act. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 



The COUNT, MARIN. 



COUNT. 



[To himfclf. 



ELL: this night is a whole year to me: 



▼ ^- not once have I clofed my eyes-lids : every 
body is afleep but me ; Nanine fleeps in peace, a fweet 
repofe refrefhes her charms, whilft I wander from place 
to place, and can find no reft : I fit down to write, 
but can't : then ftrive to read, but all in vain ; I don't 
know the words before me whilft I am looking on them, 
nor can my mind retain a flngle idea : methinks, in 
every page, I fee the name of Nanine imprinted by 
fome hand divine— -hda ! whoie there i all afleep ? 
Germon, M^rin. 



You idle rafcals, make hafte, it's broad day-light i 



MARIN, 

Lard, fir, what fpirit has rais'd you up fo early thb 
morning ? 




MARIN. 



[BehiDd the icenes, . 



Coming, fir. 



COUNT. 



come, come. 



COUNT. 



Love". 



MARIN. 
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MARIN. 

O ho ! my lady will let none 6f us fleep long in this 
boufe ; what did you want, fir l 

CaUNT. 

Why, Marin,. I muft have, let me fee, by to* 
morrow at furtheft^ fix new horfei, a new equipage, 
a clever chamber-maid, nouble, and careful, a valet- 
de-chambre, and two footmen, young, and well*^ 
made,, and no libertines ; (bme diamonds,, fome very 
fine buckles, fome gold. trinkets, and fome new ftuiTs t 
therefore be gone, ride poft to Paris this inftant, nevet 
mind killing a few horfes. 

MARIN. 

O ho, I fee how it is i you are caught ; my lady 
Wronefs is to be our miftreis to day, I.fuppofe; yon* 
tfc going to be marry 'd to her at laft ? 

COUNT. 

Whatever my intention is, go you about yiour 
Wineis.) fly, and make hafte back. 

MARIN. 

I'm gone, fir. 



SCENE 



S C E N E II. 
The COUNT, GERMON. 

COUNT. [Tohim(yft - 

i (hall I then enjoy the fweet pleafure of honour- 
f puking happy, the dear oh]e& of my love ? 
larcmefiy'I know, will be in a rage : with all my 
let her rave as long as (he will; I defpife her, 
e w€»*ld, and its opinion ; and am afraid of no 
I will never be the'flave of prejudice, k is an enemy 
we ought to fubdue, thofe who make a ratio* 
nd more virtuous, and thole only are refpe^la- 
iit hark ! what noife is that in the court? ^ 
t fure : it muft be ib ; yet who cou'd come at 
ne in the m^ing i my mother perhaps. Ger* 

GERMON. 
COUNT. 

iatisthat? 

GERMQN. 

harlot, iir. 

COUNT, 
o's is it I any body coming here i 

GERMON. 
fir, they're going, 

: / COUNT. 
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COUNT. 
Going? who? where? 

GERMON. 
vThe baronefsi fir, going out immediately. 

COUNT. 

O with all my heart, let her go for ever if flie pleafeft ! 

GERMON. 
N^nine and ihe arc this minute (ettiag out. 

COUNT. 
O'heav'n! what fayft thou ? NaniM? 

GERMON. 
So the maid fays, fir. 

COUNT. 

How if this ? 

GERMON. 

My lady, fir, is going wkh her this morning, to 
put her into a neighbouring convent. 

COUNT. 

Away : fly : let us begone : but what am I about f 
I am too warm to talk to them : no matter^ Vll go; 

I ought but ftop, that muft not be, I fliou*d at 

once difcovcr all my pafEon : no— go, German, flop 
them, let every thing be faft 5 bring Nanine to met 
or anfwer it with your life. [Gfrmngoaout] So they 

WOtt*d 
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wou'd have carry'd her off! what a dreadful ftroke! 
ungrateful, cruel, unjuft woman t bow have I deferv'd 
this ! what have I done ! I only lov'd, and adored her 
but never declared my paffion ; never endeavoured to 
force her inclinations, or to alarm her fearful inno* 
cence : why fhou'd ibe fly from me ? the more. I think 
on it, the more I am aftoniih'd.. ; 

SCENE IIL 
The COUNT, NANINE;. 
COUNT. 

My fweet girl, is it you ? what, run away fron^ 
me ? anfwer me, explain this myft'ry to me :. terrify'd, 
Ifuppofe, with the baronefs's threats, you were wil- 
ling to efcape } and diat tender regard which I have 
long had for your virtues, I know, has quickned her 
reientment : you cou'd not fure yourfelf have thought 
of leaving me, of depriving this place of its faireft or- 
nament : laft night, when 1 faw you ifi tears, tell me, 
Nanine, had you any intention of this ? anfwer me, 
tell mc, why wou'd you have wifli'd tp leave m^ ? 

NAN-IN.E.. 

Behold me on my knees, t;r.embliiig before you 
COttNT. [Raifing her up, 

Rife, Nanine, and tell me— I tremble more myfelf. 

N A N I M 
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NANINE. 

My lady, fi r 

COUNT, 
Well— what of her? 

NANINB. 

That lady, fir, whom I honour and efteeni^ did 
•ot, I afliire you, force me to the convent. 

COUNT. 

And cou'd it then be your own choice ? O miferj ! 
NANINE. 

' It was; I^own it was : I entreated her to rdfaraio 07 
- wand'ring thoughts— fhe wanted to have marry'd 

COUNT. 
Indeed ? to whom ? 

NANINE. 

To your gardener, 

COUNT. 
O the worthy choice .\ 

NANINE. 

I, fir, was afliam'd, and to the laft degree un- 
happy : I who in vain endeavour to fiiAe fentimentt 
above my condition, I whom your bounty had rait'd 
too high, muft now be punifh'd by the lofs of that good. 
/fefs which I never dcfcrv'd. 
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COUNT. 

You punifli yourfelf, Nanine, and for what ? 
NANINE. 

For having dared to raife the refentment of your re- 
lation, fir, who was once my miftrefs ^ I know, fir, 
I am difiigreeable to her ; the very fight of me difgufts 
her : fhe has reafon indeed, for when I was near her, I 
was guilty of a weaknefi which I fhall ever feel ; it 
grows upon me every hour : but I wou'd have torn it 
from my breaft i I would have humbled, by the au- 
flerities of a convent, this proud heart, exalted by your 
^ goodnefi, and revenged on it the involuntary crime : 
' but the bittereft grief I felt, was my fear of offending 
you. 

COUNT* [Turnkig from hcTi and walking aboQC. 
What lenttmenti! what a noble and ingenuous 
mind. ! Cw ihe be prejudic'd In my favour ? was (he 
. afraid of loving me ? O exalted virtue ! 

NANINE. 

. If I have offended you, I beg a thoufand pardons ; 
but permit me, fir, in fome deep retreat to hide my 
Ibrinw^, and to refledl in fecrct on my own duty, and 
your goodnefs to me. 
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CQUNT. 

No more of that : now, obfervx me, the bar^efs 
is your friend, and out of her gencrofity has provided 
you with a fervant, a ruftic, a boor, for your hufband* 
1 know of one who will at leaft be lefs unworthy of 
you: in birth and fortune far fuperior to Blaifej young, 
honeft, and well provided for : a man, I ^ure yon, 
of fenfe and reflexions his character very difFerent 
from thofe of the prefent age : if I am not iniich mif- 
taken, he'H make you an excellent hufband: is not tbb 
tetter than a convent t 

NANINE. 

No : fir, I own to you, this new favour whidi yott 
wou'd bofbw on DM has nothing in it that can give me 
any real fatisfadion : you know my grateful heart, real., 
tbere my real fentiments, and fee why I wifh to retreat 
jrom the world : a gardener, or. the monarch of the 
whole world, who Ihou'd offer macriage to me, w«mM 
be equally difpleafing. 

COUNT. 

You have determined me : and now, Nanine, know 
the man for whom I have defign'd you : you already 
efteem him : he is yours s he adores you : that hufband 
is — myfelf. I fee, you are troubled and furpriz'd : but 
fpcak to me 5 my life depends on you : O recoiled 

yourfelf, you are ftrangely agitated, 

^ NANINE. 
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N A NIK'S. 
"^hUt^Ihear ? can it be ? 

COUNT. 

It is no more than you deferv^. 

NANTOE* 

In love with me ? O do not think, do not imagine I 
will ever dare to claim my conqueft : no, fir, never 
will I fufFer you to defcend thus low for me : fuch 
marriages, believe me, fir, are always Mnh^py^ tafte 
goes ofF, and repentance alone remains. No, I will 
call your anceftors to witnefs ■ alas ! fir, think 
not on me : you took pity on my youth : this heart, 
which you have form'd, which is your own work, 
Vou'd be unworthy of your care, if it cou'd accept 
from you this nobleft prefent. No, fir, I owe you at 
leafl this refufal : my heart ffaall facriiicc itfelf for your 
fake. 

COUNT. 

No more : fori am refolv'd, and you fhall be my- 
wife. Did you not this moment affure me you wou'd 
iftfufc every, other man, tho' he were a prince ? 

NANINE. 
i did, and repent not of the refolution* 

COUNT.' 
Do you haet me, then ? 
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NANINE. 

Shou'd I have fled from, ihou'd I have avcaded, ihou*d 
I have fear'd, if I had hated you ? 

COUNT. 
It is enough, and I am fix'd. 

NANINE. 

What then haVe you determin'd on ? - • 
COUNT. 

OurmsMTiage. 

NANINE. 

Think, fir. 

COUNT. f 
I have thought of every thing. 

NANINE. . : 

And forefeen too ? 

COUNT. 

I have. 

NANINE. 
If you love me, believe me, fir- - *— — 

COUNT. 

I do believe~that I have refolv'd on the only means 
to ssaiat. mjfelf happy. 

NANINE. 
But you forget——^ 



COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

I have (orgpt nodiing : tvcrj thing is oidcr'di and 
every thing (hall be ready. 

NANINE. 

What! in fpite of all I (ay, will your obfiinate 
COUNT. 

Yes, Ipitc of thee, my impatient love muft urge the 
hafipy moment. I will quit thee for a minute, that 
henceforth we may never part: adieu^ my dear 
Nanine* 

SCENE IV. 

NANINE. TAlonc. 
Good heaven ! do I dream ? or am I indeed arriv'd 
at the (tihmit of earthly happinefs ? 'tis not (be honour, 
gieat as it is, 'tis not the fplendor that dazzles me : 
no: I defpafe it all : but to wed the moft generous of 
men, the dear object of all my fearful wi(hes, him 
whom I was fo much afraid of loving, him whom I 
adore, yet I love him too much to wifli he (hou'd 
demean himfelf for my fake : but it is impoiSble to 
avoid it ; 1 cannot now efcape him : what can I do ? 
heaven, I truft, will iinA me, and fupport my weak- 
nefi, pe rh a p s even — but 111 write to him — and yet 
bow to begin, and what to fay — what a furprife ! I 

will 
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wiH write immediatdy, before I enter into this (blema 
engag^Aent. 

SCENE V. 

NANINE, BLAISE. 
BLAISE. 

O there (he is : well; my little mau!| my lady has 
fpoke to you in my favour, has not fhe? ha? Ihc 
writes on, and takes no notice of me* 

NANINE. [Writing OB.' 

O Blaife, good morrow to you* 

BLAISE. 
Good morrow is but a cold compliment* 

NANINE. [Writisga 
Every word I write doubles my diftrcfs, and my 
whole letter k full of doubts and uneafmefs. 

BLASE. 

How (be writes oiF hand ! O (he's a great genius i 
and a monftrous wit : I wi(h I was a wit too, then Td 
tell her 

NANINE. 

Well, fir. 

BLAISE. 

Lack-a-day, ihe's fo clever, I'm afraid to fpeak: I 
(hall never be able to break my mind to her — yet I 
was hot upon't, and came here o'purpofe, that I dkL 
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• NANINE. 
Dear Blaiie, you muft do me a piece of fervice. 

BLAISE. 
Marry, two, and ]rou will. 

NANINE. 

I fball truft to your difcretioji, to your good heart, 
Blaife ; nay, I do you but juftice. 

BLAISE. 

O no ceremony; for look you, ma'am, Blaife is 
ready to ferve you, and there's an end of it* Come) 
Cpme, make nofecret.. 

NANINE. 

You crften go to the neighbouring village, to Rc- 
ntival, the right hand ^f the road. 

BLAISE. 

Yes, yes. ^ 
NANINE*. 

Cou'd you find one Philip Hombert for me there ? 
BLAISE. 

Philip Hombert ? I know nothing of him : what 
fort of a man is he ? 

NANINE. 

He came there, I believe, but yefterday evening ; 
io you enquire him out, and give him immediately 
this money, and this letter. 

Vol. IV- H BLAISE* 

4 
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BLAISX. 

Omoneyisit? ... 

And at the fame time deliver him this packet : go on 
horfe-back, that you may le turn the ibener: away, 
ofiake faafte, and be afliir'd Til remember you for it. 

SJLAISE. 

I >¥OuM go for you to the world'6 inJ -^r Ais ^UNp 
Hombert is a happy rogue : the purfe b full : all 
ready Hhino. What, is it a d«bt ? i : 

NANINE^ 

Yes: and well-prov'd: nothing can be itioi^ A- 
cred, therefore take care of it: hark*ee, Blaife> 
Hombert may not be known in the villagt, perhaps he 
is not yet retum'd : if you can'tj^ve the lettfar iiit^his 
own hands, bring it me back again : my dear friend) 
remember that. 

BLAISE. 

My dear friend ! 

NANIN«. 
I fhall depend upon you. 

BLAISE. 
Her dear friend ! O lud ! 



NANI-NI. 
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NANINE. 

I rely intircly upon you, and ^xpc£t every diing 
from your fidelity. 

The BARONESS, BLAISE. 
BLAlSt* 

* What a meflage I and where the deuce couVl this 
' moiwf come fron»? it wojii'd have been of fervice to 
me in houfc- keeping: but fhe has a friendflirp for me, 
and that's better than money, fo away we go. 

[As he is puting the m«ney and ktter into his pocket, he 
oietts ^he baroneis, andnm^ftdl ^inft 1^^^ 

.BARONESS. 
:,. . .HowBoW} boolny ? a little more and you'd broke 
^toyhead* 

BLAISE. 
I beg your pardon, madam. 

BARONESS, 
Where arc you going i have you heard any thing of 
Nanine 7 what is {be about ? is the count in a. violent 
palEon ? what have you got there, a letter ? 

BLAISE. 
O that's a fecret : poife on her I 



B ARO- 
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BARONESS. 

Let me look at it. 

BLAISE* ^ . 
Naninc will be angry. 

BARONESS. 
Nanine ! cou'd Die write, and fend it by you ? give 
it me this minute, or Til break ofF your match imme* 
diately ; give it me, I fay. 

BLAISE. rLanriiiBft, 

He! hcf 

BARONESS. 
What do you laugh at ? 

BLAISE. [SdU Ifu^hine. 

. Ah! ah! • 
BARONESS. 

I muft know the contents of this;— £j5r«tfix 
thi letter] if I am not millaken, they concern me 
nearly. 

BLAISE. [Laughiog. 
Ah! ah! ah! how fhe is nick*d now! (he has 
got nothing there but a fcrap of paper : but I fliaU 
keep the moneyi and carry it to Philip Hombert: 
yes, yes, muft obey my miftrefs. Ser\'ant, pia*am. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

The BARONESS alooe. 

Now let's fee what we have got. [Reads.} " Both 
my joy and tendemcfs arc unfpeakablc, as is my 
happineis alio : what a moment was this for you to 
come in ! when I cannot fee or bear you, cannot 
throw myfelf into your arms : but, I conjure you, 
take theie packets, and accept the contents of 
diem. EInow, I have been oiFcr'd a moft noble 
jnd truly enviable condition in life, fuch as I might 
^ well be dazzled with the profpe£l of : but there it 
nothing which I wou'd not facrifice to the only one 
^ upon earth whom my heart ought to love."' Very 
fine indeed I upon my word, Mrs. Nanine, an ex- 
cellent fiile : how prettily fhe writes ! the innocent 
orphan : her paffion fpeaks moft eloquently : a rare 
fttllet this ! O, thou fly jade : thus you decciv'd poor 
Blidie» and thus deprivM me of my lover: this going 
into a convent, I find, was all a feint, a pretence ; 
and the count's money, it feems, is for Philip Horn- 
bert : thou little coquette ! but I am glad on't : the 
fount's perfidioufnefs to me deferv'd this return : I 
thought indeed Nanine's heart was as mean as hor 
birth, and now I am fatisfy'd of it. 

Hj SCENE 
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SCENE Vlfl. 
The COUNT, B^AKONEtS. 
BARENESS. 
But here comes the philofopher, the femtmental 
count d*01ban, the wife lover, the man above preju- 
dice: 3'our fervant, noble count, approach and Itugh^ 
my dear lover, at the mod ridiculous drcumffancc : 
do you luiow Philip Hombert, of Remival i half to 
be fure, you can't be a ftranger to your — * riviL 

COUNT. 
What is alJ .thi^ pri^ i 

BAROKE-88. 
This billet perhaps v^ill inform you : this Hoai« 
bert muftbe a handfome lad. 

COUNT. 

You are too late, madam, now with your fehencai 
any refolution once made, I am not to be flukes : b« 
fatisfy'd, madam, wkh the flumcful trick you wanted 
to play me this morning. 

BARONESS. 
You'll find this new one a worfe, I believe : ihtre, 
vad: [Givii him ihi Utter] youll like it vifliy: ^ 

know 
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kiKF^ the hand, bbA yovt know the virtue of the dear 
nymph that has fubdued ywt : [ffTjilfl he is reading it 
be feems confou^fiedy gtawt pale^ and angry] well, /ir, 
what think you of the ftilie ? — he fees nothing, fays 
nothing, hears nothing : poor man ! bat he dcferves 
it. 

CptTNT. 

Did I read aright? it cannot be» I am aflonifli'd,^ 
thunder«firuck ; ungrateful fex.! perfidious creature ! 

- BARO>NB88w . [Afidb. 

t linew* bis: teiaptr well naCUxaUy violent, quick, 
ani refolu^: h^'U dafomething impaediatdy; 

S C E N E IX. 

The COUNT, BARONESS, GERMOM. 

V . GERMt>N. 
Yonder comes madam Oiban : Ihe's in the avenue 
3lli?eadjK. 

BARONESS. 
' Is iht old woman retum'd t 

GERMON. 
Sir, fir, my lady, your mother, is c«m!hg. 

BARONESS. 
Jlis anger has taken away his bearing : the tetter 
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GERMON. {Bawling o\it to him. ' 

Sir. 

COUNT. 
Docs Ihc think — 

GERMON. [Alovd. 

My lady, fir, your mother. 

COUNT. 

What is Nanine doing at this inftant? 

GERMON. 
Writing in her ow;i apartment — but) fir ' 

COUNT. [Witfainairof coeIiie& 
Go, feize her papers ; bring me what (he writet9 
and then let her be fent away, 

GERMON. 

Who, fir ? 

COUNT. 

Nanine. 

GERMON. 

I can never have the heart to do it, fir : O, fir» if 
you knew how (he charms us all, fo noble, (b good ! 

COUNT. 
Do it, fir, or fee my face no more. 

GERMON. 

I obey, fir. 

[Heroes out. 

... scene' 
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SCENE. X. 

The COUNT, BARONESS. 

BARONESS. 
Now, the day is ours : I give you joy, fir, of your 
ittum to reafon : now, fir, is not it true as I told you, 
the low-bred always retain fomething of their former 
condition, and peribns of family alone have hearts 
truly noble ? Blood, fir, let me tell you, does every 
tlung, and meanneis of. birth will infpire Nanine with 
(entiments you never fufpe£led her of. 

CpUNT. 

That I don't believe: but come, we'll talk no 
more about it, but endeavour to make amends for patl 
errors : every man has his follies, at fome part of his 
life ; we all go wrong ; and he is lead to blame who 
rqiencs the fooneft. 

BARONESS. 
Titwdl oblcrv*d. 

COUNT. 

Never mention her to me again : be filent on ^t 
head, I entreat you. 

BARONESS. 

Moft tlrillingly. 

i H 5 COUNT. 
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, COUNT. 

I beg this fubjed of our 4ifpute may be intirely 
forgot. 

IBAROMESS. 
. But will you remember tfaeh your fbmer vowa f ' 

COUNT. 
Well, welly I underftand you, I will. 

BARON'ESS. 
And quickly Coo, or you will not repair the injury : 
our marriage lb (hamefully deferred is an affront — 

COUNT. 

That (hall be made amends for ; but» madam, we 
muft hive — — 

BARONESS. 
Have what ? we muft have a lawyer. 

COUNT. 

You know, madam, that — I waited for my 
mother. 

BARONESS. 
And here ihc comet. . 



SCENE 
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S C J£ N E XI. 
"JOk MARCmOMESS DX}LBAN» die COUNT, BARONESS. . 

C OlT; N.T* [ To his mother, 

fifi^dsn, IfbaM bave~[>^] Philip Horn- 
Bert! [T§ bis mother J bjit yon b^vc prevented me : 
my refped, aad teqdecixefs — [4^^] with that air 

of innocence too ! perfidious wretch 1 

■ ■ ■ I 

MARCVLONESS. 
Why, you rave, child) I heard indeed j as I pafs'd 
lliro' Paris, that your head was a little touched, and I 
find there was' (bine trudi in it ; how long has this, 
misfortune 

COUNT. 
Goed^ heaven.! howconftifed I am ! 

MARCHIONESS. 
Does it feize yon often'? 

COUNT. 

. Jjt never wil. again,, madam. 

HARCHIONESS; 
I fl)oi44 hci glad to fpeak witjli. you alone.. [Turns 
t%^kfirmfian4m(d^b^a,firn^ Good 

BAiLO- 
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BARONESS. 
The old fool ? [Turmng U thi MarchUne/s] Mi- 
dam, I leave you the picarure of entertaining the 
count at your leifure, and retire. 

[She goes oul. 

S C E N E XIL 

Tilt MARCHIONESS, the COUNT. 

MARCHIONESS. 
[Talking veiy hfk, and in the manner of a little pratlmg old 
woman.] 

Well) iir, and fo you intend to make the baio- 
nefs my daghter-in-law : 'twas this^ to tell you the 
truth, that brought me here fo foon : .file's a peeviihy 
impertinent, proud, opinionated creature, and one 
who never had the leaft regard for me: laft year, 
when I fupp'd with the marchionefs Agard, (he faid 
before all the company, I was a babbler. Lord for- 
bid I fhouM ever fup there again : a babbler ! befides I 
know, between you and me, (he is not fo rich ; and 
(hat, let me tell you, fon, is a great point, and we 
ought to be well informed about it : they tell me that 
the chateau d*ormc did but half of it belong to her 
huftand, and that the other half W9S difputed by a 
long law*fuit, that is not finifliM to this day : that I 
kid from your grand— papa, and he always told truth: 
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iff he was a mm ; there are few Aicb now a'days : 
there is nothing now at Paris but a iet of half-men, 
vain, foolifhy impertinent ooxbombs, talking upon 
ev'iy fubje^l, and laughing at times paft. their 
etemaT clack diftrads me, prating about new kitchens, 
and new £i£hions : we hear of nothing now but bank- 
rupts, and diftre(s, and ruin: the wives, in Ihort, 
are licentious, and the hufbands fimpletons : every 
thing grows worfe and yrorCc. 

COUNT. [Reading the letter OTcr again. 

Who cou'd have thought it? this is a defperate 
ftn^ indeed. Well, Germon? 

SCENE XUI. 

TbeMAKCHIONESS, the COUNT, GERMOK. 

GERMON. 
Here's your lav^er, fir. 

COUNT. 

01 let him wait. 

GERMON. 
■ And here's the paper, fir, (he fent you. 

COUNT. [Readily. 
Give it me— well, let me fee : (he loves me, flie 
fays here, and refufes me out of— refpe^l. Faithkls 

woman ! 
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woaaasf! dm OQt told QAP 4iQ tim rfa^ 

MARCHIONE&S. 
My Con's head is certainly turn*d : 'tis tJt^e barb* 
ntf&'$ doing :. love has takea away his fenfes* 

COtfNIL. tTaOemou. 
Is Nanine gone !' iball( be rid of her? 

CERMON. 

Alas^l fir, ihehasaIreadyputon.her <d'dndHegaiii- 
wiA the gveakft modefty^ and* neve^ murmured or 
Gomplain'd... 

COUNT. 

Very likely lb. 

GERMONk 

She bore her misfortune with the utmoft tranquility,, 
whilf! every body about her were in tears. 

COUNT. 

With tranquility, fay 'ft thou ? 

MARCHIONESS. 
Who are you talking about ? 

GERM ON. 

O madam, poor Naqine, ihe is going to be driveo« 
away, and every body laments the lo(s of her. 



MAR- 
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To be ditven avray? how is du»? I don-^ nnder^ 
flaad it: what t mj Httle Nanine ge ! call her 
again my charmiiH^ orphan! what has fbe doncy, 
pray ? why^^ Namnr was my prefl»it< to you. O I re- 
member, at ten yeass of age fte delisted every body 
Aat faw her : our barone& took her ^. and I laid then 
file wou'd be iH-ufed';. I knew it wou'd; be fo : but 
70a nevermind what I fay, you wilt do every thing of 
your own head : but let me tdt you,..turniog Nanine 
out of doors thus is a very bad adion.. 

Alone, on foot, without moneyr without afliftance ! 
GERMON. 

O, fir, I for|p>t to tell you : an; old mm ai&'d after 
you below* and fays h^ wants to fpeak to you on an 
^gair oF importance, which he can communicate to 
nope but yourfelf : be. wants to throw himfelf at your 
feet. 

COUNT. 

In my prefent unh^py fituation of mind, am I fit to 
C6nverfe with any body ? 

MAR- 
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MARCHIONESS. 
. Thou art uneafy enough, I believe, child, and (• 
am I too, to drive away poor Nanine, and make up % 
marriage which you knew wou'd be difagreea&Ie to 
me : come, it was not a wife thing ; in three months 
time you will be weary of one another : TU tell jrou 
what happened exa£Uy like this to my coulin the mar- 
quis of Marmure : his wife was as fower as verjuice, 
tho', by the by, yours is worfe; when Atj many'd> 
they thought they lov'd one another, and in two months 
after they were parted. My lady went to live with 
her gallant, a foolifh, lharking, extravagant fop ; and 
my lord took a vile, tricking, ridiculuos coquette ! 
fine fuppers, country houfes, horfes, cloaths, a rafcally 
fteward, new trinkets, bought upon truft, lawyerif 
contraAs, intereft-money, all together foon ruin'd 
them, and in two years both went together to the hoT- 
pital. O, and now I think of it, I remember another 
ftory, more tragical, and more exuaordinary than the 
€)ther, it was of a ■ ■ 

COUNT. 

My dear mother, we muft go in to dinner : come-** 
couM I ever have fufpe&ed fuch infidelity ! 



MAR- 
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MARCHIONESS. 
'Tts really dfcadftd : but VH tell it you all at table : 
in proper time and .place, (bn^ it may be of great u(e 
10 you* Away. 

End of the Second Act. 



A C T in. S C E N E 1. 
NANINS, dMtk'd at a oouatiy giri, GSRMON; 

GERMON. 

WE «. ^i.«»«,b.*o^,. rfl.fi, 
you. . , . 

NANINE. 
It b time to go : IVe ftaid too long already. 

GERMON. 

But you wont leave us for every I hope, and in this 
dre& too ? 

NANINE. 
OUcurity was my firft conditipn. 

GERMON. 

What a change ! and only from this morning : to 
fufier is nothing, but to be degraded is terrible. 

NANINE. 
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ibrtune& 

' ' GirRMON. 

I admire your patience, and humility : iTurely my 

mafter muil have been ill advH'd : our baroncft hat 

ceruinly abus'd her power : fhe muii have done you 

this injury^ the count couM never have the hearu 

■ GEITMON. 
I am indebted to him for eVery thkig 1 and. If he- 
diinks fit to-baiuib me^ LoMift fiibmit V hit £nFouri are 
his own, 94 AviiglMbt^ rroaUi * 1 

wh^^o you intend to do with yourfelf ? . 

. . n'anine. 

To retire, and repent.. 

germon; 
How we (hall all deteft the baronefs T 

KANINE. 

They have made me miferablcj but I forgive them. 
GERMON. 

But what fhall I tell my mafter from you when you 
'^^'^ kANINE. 
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NAKINE. 

Tdl him, I thank him for reftoring me to my 
firmer condition : teH him thit^ for ever fenfible of 
htf goodneff, I lhall foiget Mlbing but his— cruelty, 

G£RMON. 

You melt my very loui ; I cwM leave this boufe 
immcdistely to go along with you^wihfrever yoawent : 
but Blaife is before haad wHli us all : he will go and 
live with jou, and we are all ready to fbUow him. 

NANINE. 

VOf Germon, that I'm fure you are not* O Ger- 
moiiy to be driven out in this manner, — — and by 
whomT 

The. devil is cettainly at the bottouLof thiiibufine& : 
you are leaving us, and my mailer is going to b^ 
marry'd* 

NANINE. • 
Marry*d, iayft thouF indeed f nay, then let us be 
gone : O be was too dangerous for me ■ fatew^> 

QERMON. 

Wdl ! after dl, my mailer muft have a cruel hearty 
to baniih fo fweet a creature : ike feems a moft amia- 
ble girl, but in this world one ihou'd fWcas to oothitig^ 

• r SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 
Tkc COUNT. GERMON. 

COUNT. 
WeB, isfiiegoneatlaftl 

GERMON. 
: Yesy fir^ 'tis done* 

-COUNT* 

Pm glad on*U 

GERMON. 
Then^ fir, you have a beart of iroft. 

COUNT. 

Did Philip Hombert meet and give her bis hand I 
GERMON. 

What Philip Hombert, fir ? alas ! fir, poor Naninc 
went oflF without a creature to give her his hand j flit 
wou'd not even accept of mine. 

COUNT. 
And where is fhe gone ? 

GERMON. 
Tliat I know not ; moft probably to her friends. 

COUNT. 
Ayi at Remival, I ftippofe. 

GERMON. 
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g-erMon. 
YtSf I believe ihe went that road. 

COUNT. 

Go, Germon, immediately, and condtid her to that 
convent where the baronefs was going this morning, 
I'll lodge her in that fafe retreat : thefe hundred louis 
d'or's will fecure her reception ; carry them to her, but 
take care Ihe does not know they come from me : tell 
her 'tis a prefent from my mother : upon no account 
mention my name to her. 

G £ R M O N. 
Very well, fy, I (hall obey your orders. 

[He goes towards the doon ' 
COUNT. * 
Gcrmon, you faw her as (he went off? 

GERMON. 

} did, fir, 

COUNT. 
Did ihe fcem deje£ted ? did ihe weep ? 

GERMON. 

She behav'd ftill better, fir ; a few tears dropp'd 
from her, but ihe (Ixove as much as ihe cou'd to re- 
prefsthem. 



COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

Did (be let fall any thing that betrajr'd her fimti* 
ments ? did you remark 

GERMON* 

What, fir? 

COUNT. 
Did flie lay any thing of me f 

GERMON. 
Yes, fir ; a great deal. 

COUNT. 

Tell me, then, rafcal, what didibe &y I 
GERMDN. 

That you ivcre her mafterf her ht^ tad kifldcft 
bene£»dor; diat (he Aall forget every thing but 
your cruelty. 

COUNT. 

Away — be fure you take care (he never returns $ 
[ GerfMH going out^ and bark'ee, Germon. 

GERMON. 

Sir. 

COUNT. 

One word more : remember* if, by chance, as you 
are otfidudling her, one Philip Hombert (hou*d follow 
youy that you treat him in a proper manner. 



GER- 
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G£fiNH>N. 

0> fir. 111 uTe him . moft politely, and treat him 
with xgood drubbing, thiit you may depend on : I'll 
do the huiinert honeffly, I warrant you : young Horn- 
bcrt, you fay f 

coitht: 

The btDCm 

GERMpN. 

Vcrywiffl: Ilrave not the honour to know him, 
but die firft man I fee will I trim moft heartily, and 
a f t er wai ds make him tell * me his name. [He goes to 
wards the dbor and' comes bad, 2 This' young Hom- 
berty 1*11 lay my-life, if feme lover of her's, a beau, a 
prig, Ifiippoie, thecock of the village. Let me alone 
«b tied with him. 

COUNT. 
Do iaa I bid yon^ and immediately. 

QBUMON. 

I thought there was fom'e lover in ^e cafe — and 
Blaife too puts in his claim, I fuppofe. Ay: they al- 
ways love their equals better than their mafters. 

COUNT. 

Be gone^ i tdl you. 



SCENE 
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SCENE HI. 

The COUNT. [Alone. 
He's in the right, and has hit on the true cauTe of 
my unhapfHnefs, butllhall myfelf be the puniflier of 
my own folly. I muft now marry the baronefi ; it U 
detenhin'd, and I can|t avoid it: 'tis dri5adffal;'but I 
have deferv'd it : 'twill at leaft be a convetuent nurtdi ; 
fhe's not very tradable indeed, but every man mayndf, 
if he has a mind to it ; and he who has refolotioa wkjt' 
at any time, be mafter in hb own houlc* 

S C E N E. IV. 

TheCOUNT, BARONESS, MARCHIONESS. 
MARCIONESS.. 
Well, fon, you are going to many this lady here I 

COUNT. 

Yes, madam. 

MARCHIONESS. 
This night fhe is to be your wife and my daughter* 
in-law ? 

BARONESS. 
If you approve of it, madam ; I fuppofe lihaD have 
TOur confent. 

^ MARCHIONESS. 

Why, I muft give it, I think : but to-morrow I (hall 
take my leave of you. 

COUNT. 
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Your leive^ madam, whj(oi 

MARCHIONESS. 
I fliall take my TiTaaine with me : fince you hare 
duH^t fic to turn her out of doors, t fhall take her 
under my proteAioii : I have a match m my eye for 
her: I fcopde marrying her to the young chief jullice, 
nephew to the attorney-general, Jean Roc Soudi he 
whofe fiither met with that cotaical adventure at Cor- 
heil ; you muft h^ve heard of him : yes, I will take 
care of diis poor child, Tm determined t Aiels a jewcit 
and deferVes to be well fet. I'll marry her 4# imme<» 

diately. Your fervant. 

COtJNT^ 

My dear mother^ don't be in a pafEon : leave me to 
manage my own afiBurs, and let Nanine go into a 
convent* 

BARONESS. 
Indeed, madam, you may believe us, fuch a girl ja9 
' Nanine is not fit to go into a bmily. 

MARCfllOfilESS. 
Ha! why, what's ^e matter? 

1.AR0NESS. 
O a little affiur (miy* 

MARCHIONESS. 

Btttpray— ^ 
VoutVi I BAH^f^ 
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BARONESS. 
O nothing at all. 

MARCHIONES. 
Nothing ! a great deal, Tm a&aid : I underftand 
you mighty well : fomc little indifcrction t fuppore : 
nothing more likely, for to be fure Qie's very hand* 
feme : Ay, ay, we are all frail j we tempt, and arc 
tempted ; the heart has its wcaknefs : young girls 
are always a little coquettifli: but come, it is not 
fo bad as you make it ; tell me fairly,' what mypo<^ 
child has done ? 

COUNT* 
' 1 tcll'j'ouy madam i 

MARCHIONESS. 
You fecm, alicr al), at the bottom to have fomc regard 
roi the girl, and perhaps you may — . 

S C E N E V. 

Tbc COUNT, MARCHIONESS, BARONESS- 
MA R T N. [ Booted; 
MAIUN. 
i' /c dur»c it, fir ; it'^ all agreed for. 

MARCHIONESS. 
What';* .':2rccd for ? • 

BAR9NES.S. 
Av. what, fir. .''hat ? 
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MARIN.- 

Why, fir, IVc done as you order*d me, fpokc to 
the txadefmen, and you'll have your equipage to-mor- ' 
row. 

BARONESS. 

What equipage ? 

MARIN. 

Every thing, madam, that your future fpouie had 
orderM ^ fix fine horfes, and a charming berlin; I'm 
fine your ladyflitp will like it; it's very fine; the 
pannels all vamifb'd by Martin : the diamonds too are 
brilliant, and well-chofen ; and the new Huffs quice in 
tafte. — O nothing comes up to 'em. 

BARONESS. ITo tbe CDont. 

And had you ordered all this f 

COUNT. 
I had — [4/^] whom ! 

MARIN. 

ES'ery thing wiU come to-morrow moriiing in the 
coach, and will be rsady. for your wedding in.tl^p^ 
evening : O there's xxKbing like Paris for getting every 
thing at a minute's warning, - if you have but money. 
. As I came back, I call'd on the lawyer he's jpft by, 
finUhing your affair. ■ - » 
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BAR^NE^S. 
It ha&bung a long time in fu^peaie. 

MARCHIONESS. [A&feM 
I wiih it wouM hang thefe forty years. 

MARIN. 

In the halt I lAet a poor old nuui) fighing tuid in 
tears ; he.has wHit^ ajong tkne, he fayit^ andliegi to 
fpcak foTdu. 

. BARONESS. 
An Imperdnont fellow ! let him go about his bufi- 
neft : he'has^cho^e a wrong time to trouble us now* 

. MARCHIONESS. 
Why^ fo, madam? havealittlecondderation : ioHf 
let me tell you, it's very wcoqg to repulfe poor people 
in this manner ; I have told you over and over, when 
you was a child, you ought to treat them with indul- 
l^ce } hear what they have to (ay ; be courteous, and 
mfabie to *em : are not they men as well as yourfeif : 
we don't know perhaps who we affront, and may it* 
pent our hardneis of heart : the proud never proiper. 
I Th Aiarin} Oo^ iee for that old man. 

MARIN. 
I win ma'am [ Heg$fs cut.] 



COUNT, 
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COUHT. . 

Eorgivc me, raadamy my K4>^fi8 are ahrs^p due 
teyoUf. andl amaeadjrio ibedus.man^ ia ipltcof narj 
prefent cmbaraffineiu* 

S C E K E. Vf. 

TlM COmn, MARCHIONESS, BAKOMBSS* a P£A&/^NT. 

iklARCHIONSSS.. [T«.tiitf^«ftac** 
Gome, come^ ^peak, he a&aidL 

PEASANT. 
Oil oiyloi^ forlmyen'a fake hear me^ ^naiaine 
SO fin. at 7/Mir,ft^: «q4 fo.^ve yM. bacfa — ^ 

many do you want empbyment in my fiunily/ nbp 
are you ? 

^ARCHIQKESS. 
Chear up> man. 

PEASANT. 

Alas ! fif) lam di6 fkOef^of^Naidner 

• • • . > 

COUNT. 

You? 

BARON£S& 
Your daughter's a flue. 
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PEASANT. 

• This, fir, is what I fcar'd : this is the cruel ftroke 

that has wounded my poor heart : I thought indeed Co 

much money- couM not fairly belong to one in hereon^ 

dition : we little folks foon lofe our integrity when we 

come among the great. 

. • ' 

BARONESS. 

There HeV right enough : but ftill he's a deceiver, 
for Nanlne is hot hfs daughter, ihe w&a a&!orptuuu 

PEASANT. 
it is 'too itnie, ' Ihe was fo :' T left her with her poor 
relations Fh lier ihfiint years> Having kvft her motha't 
with all my fortune ; obliged by neceffity^ I went to 
*iem- abroad'! » and as I wou*d not have her pafs for ithc 
dttfeghtct' of a foldieri forbiad her ever to mention my 

*itoiheV.:'^''- i : ■ ■ ■ ' 

MARCHIONESS. 
Why fo ? for my part»I refpied a ibldier : we ftand 
in need of them fometimes. 

COUNT. 
What is there lhameful in the profeiEon? 

PEASANT. 
It meets indeed with lefs honour than it deferves. 



COUNT. 
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. COUNT. 
The prqudice againft them is inexcufable* .1 own, 
I efteem an honeft foldicTt who hazards his life in th^ 
defence of his king and country, much more than an im- 
portant felf fufiicierit ftounJrel, whofe' knavilh induftry 
fucks up the blood of his fellow fubjedts. 

MARtrinT>kfess. 

You muft have been in. a great qaany battles : let me. 

have fn acc9unt of them all 5 I long to hear it. 

f ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ . . . ■ . ■ ■ . 

- .In. my prdcnt ui^ppy cQxxdiuoniyou muft exciife- 
i}ii;.;.;^jt it fuffice to iiifoim,you, that I xeceiv'd a thou* 

prpmjfes of advancement ; but, without friends, , 
I|Q97 it f^We to rife I thrown amongft the com* 
Qipn.igrpud^, ^ I cou'd. dp.was.to, diftinguiih xnyfelf» 
ai^iipnqur my 9n]y, reward.. 

marx:hiones8. 

- Yoli werotheni well bofti ?' • 

BARONESS. 
Fye : ItoW ckn you thiik fo ! well' born indeed ? 

/ ' PEASANT. / ' . " 
No, madam : but I was bom of honeft parents^ and 
merited— a better daughter.* ' 

;i . ' . I 4 MAR. 
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MARCHiaNXSS. 
GouM you hsve bad a bstter f 

MARCHIOMX88. 
A better than Naninc I 

Pritb^ gp 9n» 

My daughter, Tunderftood^ was bioog^t up bere» 
and treatbd in the kitidefr maninirs I thougbt myftlf 
hippY^ and VkWH' hearai for your gooifaefi^ and' pa*- 
carec^Tfaer} I caipg to* diciRiiriibomitt -^ wli ^^ t 
foil of hopes and' feaii i I own I trembled fiir bir 
dangerous ^uth ; and, by tfair ladyV intimation^ £od' 
I bad 6at tbo'mudi' reaifSn r it has AockM'me'lb'tfir 
fbul ; but I thought a hundred louis d\)i's, befider 
ciiimonds, was a tneafune tQp gregt be fairly come 
by : fhe cou'd never be ipiftroft of thm, but at the 
cxpcncc of her innocenoe : tbie bare fufpidon makes 
ine fluidder.} if it be fo» I ihaJl dy^ with grief and 
fliame : but I came aa foon as poffible, to give 'cm you 
back again : t^e^* are yaur's, therefof:e» I befeech yqu, 
rake %m : if my daughter is to Uame, fuoifli mci but 
don't niin her. 



MAR- 
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MARCHIONESS. 
Onydearibn^IcaiuiocbcarUmi it overpowers me, 

BARONESS. 
What is an diis? a (beam? a trick? , 

COUNT. 
O! whathaYeldane? 

nAS-AMT. [Taking out the pvft 
aadtelracB. 

Here, fir, take 'em. 

CO0NT. 

t cake 'cq» ! no : tbejr wese ^ven to her, and Hie 
Jus made a noble nfe of them : was it to you then the 
Oeflage was delivered ? who brought it ? 

PEASAKT. 
^Vour g^rdenei^ fir, in jthom Nnine Tentut^ tA 
confide. . ^ 

COUNX 
ly as it dlieaed to you ? 

^ , . PEASANT. 
It waa^ . IownS^ fir« 

COUNT. 

O grief, U tendeaiefs I what excefk of virtue in thoa 
loth! but now your name ?-—0 1 am loft, diftrafied*. 

; 1 5 MAR- 



i8o N A N I N £. 



MARCHIONESS. 
Ay, your name. What myftcry is this ? 

PEASANT. 
Philip Hombert de Gatine. 

COUNT. 

O my father ! 

BARONESS. 
What docs he fay ? 

COUNT. 

How day breaks in upon me ! I have done wrongs 
«nd I muft make amends for it : O if you knew how 
culpable I have been I I have injiir'd the fublimeft vir- 
tue. [He ftepi afide^ and J^eais to one of bis ftrvants.l 

i^way: fly. ' 

BARONESS. 

What is all tjoiM eiootion for ? 

COUNT. 

. . My coach immediattly. 

i. 

MARCHIONES. 
Now, madam, you muft be her protcArefs : when 
we have done fuch an injury, we fhou'd blufli at 
notbiug fo much as an imp^rfcA repentance ; my (on 
often hns his whims, which people are too apt to mis- 
take for unpardonable follies ; but at bottom' he has a 
ger.erous foul, and k naturally good) I can do what I 

plcafe 
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pleafe with him: you, my daughter-in-Iaw» are no^ 
fo weU-difpos'd. 

BARONESS. 
I fhall grow out of all patience : how confus'd and 
thoughtful he looks ! what ftrange fcheme now is he 
meditating upon ? well, fir, whatxio you intend to do ? 

MARCHIONESS. 

Ay, forNanine? 

BARONESS. 

Make her a handfome prefent, and fatlsfy her. 

MARCHIONESS. ' 
That will be the leaft we can do. . 

BA>RONE&S.. 
But a& to feeing her that I never will : (he £i)ali not 
comenigh the caftle.: .do you bear me ? 

COUNT.. 

Yes> liiear^you.:. 

MARCHIONESS.. [Alide. 
What a heart of ftone ! 

BARONESS.. 
Don't give my fufpicions caufe to bheak out, 'fir^ 
Ha ! you hefitatc, 

CO UNT.[Aftcr a paufe of fomc&ue. 
No, madam, I am rcfi)lv'd,» 

BAR.O- 
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tAlt^ttE^S^'; 

That refpefi at leaft bowing tome;. sujBy-tOLJboib 
ofui« 

MA&CHJC»NSSS. 
Andcmyoa be cnidy fim i 

baroness: 
What ftcp do you prapoft CD take i 

COUNT. 

'Til uktti- already : you. know my hearty raadanif 
and ^be frankaefs of it : I muft be plain with you : I 
tiaid promisM you nty hand) but the defign of our 
marriage was onTy to put ah end to a tedious low-ltiit 
between us, wbldi* ! #111* how do iaunediately, by wfl- 
Kngly refignirig to you all thofe rights and pietentKMis 
which were thefbundation<of it: even the intereft lliall 
be your's ; I give up every diiag, take, and enjoy it : 
if ilncc we cannot be man and wife^ let us at! leaff live 
as friends and retotions : Jet every thing that gave mu- 
tual uneailnefs be forgot: tlvereis no reafbn^why, 
cyife we can't love, wefliou'd hate each other. 

BARONESS. 
Your falfehood is what I exposed : but I renounce 
your prefents, and yourfelf r yes, traitor, I fee now 
who you mean to live with, and how low your pafBon 

fink> 
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SdkfjaQ-z gOf mi he a flaye Ca btr, I leave you to 
jKofs uuivuiilfjr choice* 

SCENE. VIL 
Tir GDUliT, MABCHIOMBSi^ BHUA HDMBERT. 
COUHT. 

No» madam,, 'tis aoi- imwoftbyy my Ibul b not 
Minded bji an idle pafion : that virtue which it is my 
duty to rfward ought to mflr, but casiiot debate me^ 
what they call meanneis in this old man conftitutes his 
mentis and makes him truly noble : .if I wou'd. be fo» I 
muft pay the jvice of it ; where fouls are thus ennobled 
by diemlclves, anddiltinguifli'd by fiiperior charaden, 
we fliou'd pais over common rules : their birth, low as 
it isy when atunded with fuch virtues^ will make my 
family but more iUuftrious. 

MARCHIONESS. 
What are you talking about ? 

SCENE VIIL 
TbcCOUNT» MARCHIONESS, UAHJUE. 
PUILIP HOMSERT. 

eOUKT. {To !ut nodicr. ' 

Look at her, and guefs. 

^ MAR- 
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MARCHIONESS. . [ToNawBe. 
My (leareft child, come to my arms : but Ibe is 
ftrangely clothed, and yet how handfome (he looks, 
and modeft too ! • 

NANINE. 

[Pays her re^ie^U to theMarcbi<niefib aod.diea nmttoher ftdier. 
O nature demands my fixil acknowledgments, my 

dear father ! ^ ■ 

PHILIP HbMBERT. ' 

O heaven ! my daughter I O fir, you have liiade 

me amends for forty years aAifiions. 

COUNT. 

Ay, but how muft I repair the injury t have done to 
fuch exalted virtue I to. come back in this drefs^ how 
mean it is,^. t>ut (he adorns it ; Nanine does honour to 
every tiling : fpeak, my Nanine, can your goodheis 
pardon the affront ? 

NANINE. 

Can you, fir, doubt my forgivencfs of it ? I never 
thought, after all your bounty to mc, you cou'd in« 

jure mc. 

COUNT. 

If you have indeed forgot the wrong I did you, give 
mc a proof of it : once more, and only once, I take 
upon me to command you j but this once you muft 
fwcar — to obey mc. 

PHILIP 



N:. A N I N, E.. i«s 

PQILIP HOMBEB^T. 
I am tbre (he oms it to you, and her g;ratitud6 

N A N I N E. . [To her father.; 

He need not doubt^: Qx^^Msf any obedience. 

CbUNT. • 
I lhall depend upon it : let me- tell you then, that 
all your duty is not yet paid : I have feen you on your* 
knees to my mother, and to your own father ^ one thing 
ftilL remains for you, and that is, now, before theni>. 
to embrace-— your hufband.. 

WhoM? 

MARCHIONESS. 
Are you in earneft ? can it be ? 

PHILIP HOMBERT. 
O my child I 

COUNT. [To.his mothv. 
By- your permiffion, madam. 

MARCHIONESS. 
My dear child, the family will be in a ilrangc pp* 
loar about it« 

COUNT. 

O when they fee Nanine,. they muft approve. 



PHILIP 
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Wlnt ft Itroke ofilbieunr I 0» fir» I mevtt tKoiq^ 
y^ttCQu'd ddcend thus km*. : ^ 

.COUNT. 
You promisM ta obtjp, and I. muil hsire it ib. 

MAKOHrO^N^S-S. 

M; roa. 

COUNT. 

My happinefi, madain> dcpcnJs on (his iniiportant 
moment : intercft alone; we know, has made a thou- 
iand marriages ; we have fecn the wifcft neh'coafijc 
fortune and charaAer'onljr: hereharaAer isirrepreaMi-" 
able i and as to fortune, (he wants it not : jufticc and 
inclination ihall do what avarice has £b often done be- 
fore : let me, then, madam« have your ccnfent, and 
finilhalK 

NANINE. » 
' No, madam, you muil not confent ; indeed yo^ 
muft not) oppore his paiibn, oppo.'e mitit: let* me 
Intreat you, do :.love has blinded hiin, do you, madam, 
remove the veil : let n:e H\ c far from him». and kt a. 
diftance only adore his virtues: you krtowmyc0i|. 
dition ; you fee my father : can I, ought i, ever to 
wilh to call you mother I 



MAR. 
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MARCHIONESS. 
'YtBi you can, you ought : it is enough: I can hold 
wit AD longer: thi$ laft generofity has entirely fubdued 
mt : it telb me how much I ought to love : h is as 
fioguIaKi M extraordinary, as Nanine herfelf. 

NANXNS. 

Thesis madam, I obey; my heart can no longer 
icfift Ae power of love* 

MARCHIONESS. 
Let dds happy day be die wcMthy reoompentb of 
viriii^ *jhut let it not be madea precedent, 

Eno of Ae Third and laft Act« 



■■■ ■ .qocce )Oiir 
8ait dei votos la di^pe reoompenfe 
Mak ians tirar jamais a confequence. 
The ifft Kne it innreljr foparflmusi and fecms lodeed to Oftr* 
Arow tht mideiicy e( the ^rMc pteoe» ^ich wou*d certainly 
have eodad better vidi the Arft $ tat the author wanted a vem 
tQ a^Wcr the odkcr^ and was tcigfar M to throw it iai^ howcYcr 
akSxidly. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

EUPHEMIA, DIMAS. 

EUPHEMIA. 

DON'T imagine, my dear, that, by what Vm 
going to fay, I mean to exercife the authority 
of a. mother, always ready is you know I am, to lifter 
in my turn to your reafons when I thiidc them good | 



* Thb cmnech^iis called in the oiigiral LiNDisoatT, Hte^ 
itHy tmnihtedy Thx Indiscreet, but our language does not 
admit «ftbe ad^aive without the fubftantive; and the ImMferett 
Mom wou*d found afanoft a< badt I have therefore taken the 
liberty to fiibftitute another title, which perhaps may convey a 
Mfe conplete idea of the principal charad^er, than tlie . vague 
Imi «f an imSfcrtit num^ which mav be api^ied to follies of a 
ifin 4twl from that which the author meant to ndiculc m the 
idUwiAg fiace. 
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niv iiUeiition is not to lav my commands on you, but 
to gfi'e you my advice it is my heart which fpeaks fD 
you, and that experience I have had in the world 
makes me forefee evils which I wou'd endeavour to 
prevent : you h^ve been at court, I thkik, not above 
two months ; wKeve me, 'tis a dangerous fituation 5 
the perfidious group of courtiers always look upon a 
4iew comer with ai> eye of malevolence, and foon find 
out all his imperfeflions : from the firft moment, tinef 
condemn him, without pity or rcmorfe ; and, wUch 
is ftill worfe, their judgment is irrevocable : be guaedr 
ed againft their malice : on the firft ftep wc take ia 
Jife, the reft of it muft in a great meafurc depend : if 
you once make yourfdf ridiculous, the ^orld will thmk 
you always fo : the impreffion will remain : it is ia 
vain, as you advance ih years, to change your coq- 
duA, and aflume a more ferious behanour : you will 
fuflFer a long time from old prejudices : even if we do 
grow better, we are ftill fuf(}c<Sied ; and I have oftea 
known men pay dearly in their olJ age fur the erron 
of their ' youth: have a little regard therefore to the 
world, and remember you ou^ht to live now more ftf 
ihjLt than for yourfdf. 

DAMI& 
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• , DAMIS. 
Nowcanoot I poffiUy conceive what all this long 
Kcamble tends to. 

EUPHEMIA. 
I lee it appew to you both abfurd and unnecc/Taiy : 
DU defpife thofe things, which may be of thegreatcft 
snfeqaence to you ; one day or other perhaps you 
Day believe me, when it will be too late : to be plain 
rith you, you are indifcreet : my too long indulgence 
aTs'd over this fault in your infancy, in your riper 
ears I dread the efT-Jls of it : you are not without 
bilities, a good u::dor!landing, and a good heart ; 
fut, believe me, in a world fo full of injufticc, vir- 
ile will not make amends for vice ; our faults are ccn- 
ir'd on every occafion, and perhaps the worft we can 
5 guilty of is inJifcrction : at court, my dear, the 
aoft neccHary art h not to talk weV., but to know 
ow to hold one's tongue : this is not the pl.KC where 
xicty enjoys iifelf in the freedom of cafv convcr- 
ition ; here they generally tnlk ^vi^hout faying any 
[ling, and the moft tirefome babblers have the beft 
iccefs : I have been long acquainted with the court, 
nd had enough it is : but whilft we live there, we 
ught to conform to it. With ; e^ard to the women, 
ou ihou'd be remarkably cautious 3 talk but fcldom 

of 
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of them, and (Hit lefs of Toarielf ; pretend to be ig« 
nonuit of all thejr do, and all tbejr fay } ^coneeat your 
opinion, and dlfguife your fentiment»; hvtt^ ibdveiffli 
be matter of your fecrets: he who tells thofe of ano- 
ther win always be eftcem*d a villain ; and 'he who 
tells his own, be afTur'd, will, here at leaft^ be lookV 
on as a fool. What have yoa to objcid to this i 

DAMIS. 

Nothing : I am intirely of your opinion : I abbmi* 
nate the charaAer of a tattler : that is not my foible, I 
aflure you : fo far from being guilty of the vice yod 
kcm to reproach me with, I now fairly confeft to 
you, madam, that I have a long time concealed i 
thing from you which I ought to have told you of; 
but in life, you know, one muft fometimes difleroble. 
I love, and'am belov'd, by a moft charming widow, 
young, rich, and handfome, as prudent as (he is amia* 
ble ; in a word, it is Horteniia : judge, madam, your* 
felf of my happinefs; judge, if it were. known, how 
miferable it wou'd make all our courtiers, who are 
fighing for her : we have concealed our mutual piaffioii 
from every one of them : this engagement has been 
made now for thefe two whole days pail, and you 
knew nothing of it. 

EUPHft- 
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, - ' ' ':euphemia. 

'But I have been at Paris all that time» 

DAMIS. 

O, madani) never was man fo happy in his choice : 
the more you approve of it, the more fatisfa£tion Ihall 
I feel) and the more pleafure in my purfuit of her. 

EUPHEMIA. 
I am iuref Dtmis, the confidence you repofe in me, 
'is. « mark of your friendibip5 and not of your im- 
:;prudence. 

DAMIS. 

i hope you never doubted that. 

EUPHEMIA. 

r. .But ferkxifly^ Damis, you &oa'd reflect on the 
pro(ped of bappineis before you : Hortenila, I know, 
has charms, but, befides that, ihe is the beft match 
that cou'd have offerM itfelf in all France. 

* DAMIS. 
•Iknowjflieis* 

EUPHEMIA. 
She is indrdy her own miftrefs, and can choofe for 
herielf. 

DAMIS. 

So much the better* 



^ Vai.IV. K 
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EUPHEMIA. 
You muft take care how you manage her, marie her 
incjinations, and flatter them. 

DAM IS. 

O, I can do better: I know how to plcafe her. 
EUPHEMIA. 

Well hidy Damis : but remember, (he's not fond 
of noife and buftle ; no bluflering or flafliy airs will be 
agreeable to her : flie may, like other women, have 
her foibles, but even In love-matters fheMI always a& 
with difcretion : above all, let me advife jrou, not to 
Ihew off in public with her, nor appear at court to* 
getlier, as if on purpofe to be ftared at, and become 
the topic of the day : fecret and myftery is all her 
tafte.. 

DAMIS. 

And yet the affair muft be known at laft. 
EUPHEMIA. 

But, pray, what lucky accident introduc'^d you to 
her? (hQ never admits young men to her toilette; 
hut, like a prudent woman, carefully avoids the croud 
of wild fparks that are perpetually after her. 

DAMIS. 
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DAM IS. 

To tell you the truth, I have never been at her 
houfe yet : but I have ogled her a long time, and, 
thank heaven, with fuccefs : at firft flie fent back my 
letters unopen'd, but foon after read them, and now 
writes to me again : for near two days paft I have 
had ftroDg hopes, and, in a word, intend this very 
night to have a tite a tiu with her. 

EUPHEMIA. 
Well : I think I'll go and fee her too : the mother 
of a lover who is weli-receiv'd, cannot, I imagine, 
but be agreeable to her. I may contrive to fpeak of 
you, and prevail on her to haftea the match, on which 
I lhall tell her your happine(s depends : get her con* 
fent, and make her your's as foon as you can \ III do 
my beft to a£ft you : but fpeak of it to nobody elfe, 
I charge you. 

DAMI8. 

No, madam : never was mother more tender and 
'affectionate, or friendfhip more fincere ; and to pleafe 
her (hall, for the future, be my firft ambition. 

EUPHEMIA. 
All that I defire of you is, to be happy. 
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S C E N E IL 

DAMIS alone< 
My mother's right : addrcfs and cunning are-abfo* 
lutdy neceiEuy in this world > there is no fucceeJing 
without them. I am xt^folvM to diflemble with the 
whole court, except ten or a do&en frietids^ whokn I 
may talk freely with : hut firft, by way of trial of my 
prudences let me tell my fecrcts to myfelf a little, and 
conGder, now nobody's by, what Fortune has beftow'd 
upon me* I hate vanity, but there's no harm in 
knowing one's felf, ahd doing ourfelves juftice : I have 
fome wit, am agreeable, well received at court, and 
thought, I believe, by fome, to be admitted to the 
king's private hours: then, -I am certainly very hand- 
fome, can dance, fmg, drink, and d'iflemble with the 
beft of 'em : maide a colonel at thiiteen, Thave feaibn 
to hope for a ftaiF at thirty s happy in what I have, 
and with a good prolpedl before me s I'll keep Julia, 
and marry Hortenfia; when I have pofl'efs'd her 
charms, I'll be guilty every day of a thoufand infide- 
lities, but all with prudence and oeconomy, and with* 
out ever beiii^^ lurpcfted as a rambler: in fix months 
time I (hall make away with half her fortune, and 

enjoy 
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dijoy all the court by tmns, without her knowing 
any thing of the matter. 

SCENE III. 
DAMrS, TKASIMON. 
DAMIS. 
Good moaow^ governor. 

TRASIMON. [Afide. 
Hang him for coming acrofs me. 

DAMIS. 

• My dtar govemoTy let me embrace tbeei 

' - - TltASlMON. • 

JExcufe coie, iic, but I really — — 

DAMIS. 
Pbfitiveljr I wffl i come, come— 
TRASIMON. 
Well^ what, what do you want ? 

DAMI& 

l4ay, doa't frown ib, man, pry^thee unbend a Hl- 
tlc : I am the happieft of mortals. 

TRASIMON. 

I came to tell you, fir — - 

^ K 3 DAMIS. 
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DAMIS. 

0> by hcavens) you lull me with that htxd frozea 
face of yours. 

TRASIMON. 
I can't help it, fir, nor can I rmile at prefent^ for, 
let me tcU you, you have got a bad affair upon your 
hands* 

.. DAMIS. 
Not fo very bad> fure. 

TRASIMON. 
Erihiuia and Vulere ^j^claim violently againft 
you : you have fpoke of them» it fecai$9 too lightly, 
and old lord Horace too deiir'd me to tell you — — 

DAMIS. 

O, a mighty matter indeed to be uneafy about ! Ho- 
race an old lord ? an old fool, a proud coxcomb, 
puffed up with notions of falfe honour, low enough 
at court, he puts on an air of importance in the city, 
and is as ignorant as he wou'd fain feem knowing : 
as for madam Erminia, it*s pretty well known I had 
her, and left her abruptly, an ill natur'd bufy-body ; I 
believe you know a little of her lover, my friend, 
Valerc ; did yoix ever remember fuch a ftarch*d, af- 
fcfled, ftrain*d, left-handed underflanding ? O, by 

the 
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the by^ I M^as told yefterday in confidence, that his 
huge elder brother, that important creature, is well- 
receiv'd by Clarice, and the fat countefs is burfting. 
with fpleen and difappointment* Well but, my bid 
copimandant, how go your love affairs ? 

TKASIMON. 
You know I don't trouble myfelf much about tht 

DAMIS. 

That's not my cafe 5 for I do, and i'faith, both in 
court and city, they keep me pretty well employ'd : 
but liften, whilft I intruft you with a fccret, on which 
the bappinefs of my life depends. 

TRASIMON. 
Can I ferve you in it ? 

DAMIS. 
No : not in the leafl. 

TRASIMON. 
' Then pray tell me nothing about it. 

DAMIS. 
O but th^ rights of ffiendfliip— 7— 

TRASIMON. 
'Tis that very friendftiip which makes me fhrink 
from the weight of a fecret which is entrufted to ,me, 

K 4 not 
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not out of real regard, hut tiom mere folly and weak* 
nefs, which any body elft might keep as well at my^ 
iclf ; which is generally atteiided with a thoufand 
fufpiclons, and may chance to give us both a great 
deal of uneafinefs, me for knowings and you for fiy« 
ing more than we ought. 

DAMI8. . 
Say what you will about itt captain, I mull let you 
have the pleafure of reading dlis billet*doux, which 
this very day ■ 

What a ftrange humou r n ■ 

You*Il fay it's written with a great deal of tender- 
nefs. 

TRASIMON. 
Well, if you infift upon it— — 

DAMI8. 

'Tis didlated by love itfelf : you'll fee how fond flic 
is of me : 'tis the hand that wrote it which makes it 
fo valuable : but you ihall fee it : zounds, I've loft it ^ 
pofitively I can't find it— hola, la Fleur, la Brie. 
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SCENE ly. 

DAMIS, TRASlMON, Several Footmen. 

FOOTMAN. 
Did jrott caU^ fir ? 

D A M I S. 

Step immediately into the gallery, and bring me all 
the letters I received this morning : go to the old duke, 
jand— O here it is, the blundering rafcals had put it 
there by miftake. [To the fiotmen] you may go. 
Now, you (hall fee it ; mind nov^, I beg you'll attend. 

& C E N E V. 

DAMIS, TRASlMON, CLITANDER, PASQXJIN. 

CLITANDER, a letter his 
haad, iJi^lJang tf Fd%ttin, 

Stay you,. Pafquin, in this garden all day \ be fure 
you mark every thing that pafles s obferve Hortenfia 
we)l ; and bring ir^ an account of every ft«p ihe takec : 
1 flwll know then— — 

' S C E N E Vl. 
DAMIS, TRASlMON, CLITANDER. 

DA Mis. 

O here comes the marquis : good morrow^ marquis. 
• * K 5 C L I- 
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CLITANDER. [A letter in bit ImikL 
Morrow to you. 

DAM IS. 

Why, what's the matter with you to-day, with that 
long melancholy face f what the deuce ails you all i 
every creature I fee looks gloomy and difinal to-day, I 
think J but I fuppo f e 

CLITANDER. [Afide. 
I have but too much reafon. 

DAMI8. 
. What are you muttering about ? 

CLITANDER. [In a low toIcc. 
What a j>oor unhappy creature I am ! 

DAMIS. 

Come, to give you both a little fpirit, fuppofe I read 
you this little billet of mine, ha, marquis ? 

CLITANDER. [AHde, looking at 
the Icfter. 

What letter ? can it be ? furcly Yii from Hortcnfu : 
cruel creature ! 

DAMIS. (To Clitander. 

*Tis a letter wou'd make a rival hang himfclf. 

CLITANDER. 
You arc indeed a happy man, if you are belov'd. 
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PAMI8. . 
That I moft affuredly am j but you fhall hear ; your 

city ladies don't write in this ftile : obferve her. [He 

nodi] " At length I yield to the' paffion which has 
taken pofleffion of my heart j I wouM have con- 
ceal'd it, but 'tis impoffible : why fliou'd I not write 
what my eyes, no doubt, have a thoufand times in- 
form'd you of? yes, my deareft Damis, I own I 

« love you ; the more perhaps becaufe my heart, fear- 
ful of your youth, aiid fearful of itfelf, for a long 

^< time redded my inclination, and told me^I ought 
not to love you. After the confeffion of fuch a 

^ weakneft, ought I not for ever to reproach myfelf 
for it ? but the more frankly I avow my tendemefi 
for you, with the more care you ought to conceal it/' 

TRASIMON. 
You take care, -I fee^ to obey the lady's commands 
OKxft pun6luaily : a mighty difcreet lover, to be fure I 

eUTANDEIL 
Happy ift .tbat man who receives fuch letters, and 
never fliews them. 

■ DAMIS. 

Well, what do you think of it ? is not it ■ 
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TltASflMdN. 
Very &r6ng indeed* 

CLITAMDE-R. 

Charming. 

0AMI8. 

- And the writer z thoiifind tithtd niorc fo^ O if ^ou 
did but know her name ! bcrt iiVdits wicked worid 
muft ha?e a little diTcretioA. 

TRASIMCN 
Well, we don't defire you to tell us. 

CLITANDER. 

You and I Paous love one aiiotber very welly but 

prudence ■ 

TRAaiMON. 
So far from defuiiig. you to acquaint us with parti- 
culars, that — 

DAMIS, 

Come, come, I love you both too w^Il to diilemble 
with you : I know,' tiitA, and the whole court has 
j^rdclaim'd it, dfaC i hafeno affair bec^ Wieh any bddy 
but Julia. 

Nay, tkey lurveitfroriryoufftlf} but at tc^ us, we 
don't believe a word of it. 
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ly-A'wrrs; > 

To be fixre, there was fomething between us, and 
the affair wjpnt on tojerabfy well till now : we lov'd 
one another, and theawe parted^ and then we met 
i^n } all the world knoiws>(^af. 

CLITANDfelt. 
The world, I aflUre you, knows nothing at ^ all. 
abouf it« 

if AMIS. 

You think I*m very fond of her ftill, but you're mff^ 
takea ; upon honour I am not. 

'Tis nothing to me, V¥hc(hcr you are or are not^ 

CAMifS. 

jSiTia 2s tLzxii(6tktj ifiTd Ae is s but (hen (he's fickle : 
(he other, O the otiier is the very thing. 

CLITANDER. 
. Well, and this clwirying viQmat u 

Come, I fee you will kOo^y and I muft tell you : 
ray dear friend, look itthis piAure, only look at it : 
did you «ver fee tm($. Mk* tjts i iSit moft^duyrmiAi^ 
moil adorable creature h pMntc4 bjr Mace i <bat jom 
• • ' know 
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know i% faying every thing;. you know the featureSf 
dont you ? . 

CLITANDER.^ 
O heav'n ! 'tis Hortcnfia* 

PAMI& 
You feem furpriz'd, 

TRA8IM0N. 
You forget, (ir, that Hortenfta is my cou/in, that 
ihe is tender of her honour^ and a declaration of this 
kind 

DAMIS. 

O give her up, give her up, man ; why, I have 
-fix coufins ; you ihaU have 'em all : make up to 'cm, 
ogle ^em, deceive 'em, defert 'em, print their love- 
letters, with all my heart, it will give me no uneafi- 
neis : we (hou'd have enough to do indeed to beouCof 
humour with one another, to vindicate the honour of 
our coufins : it's very well here, if every one can anfwer 
for themfdves* 

TRASIMON. 

But Hortenfia, fir— — 

DAMIS. 

Is the woman I adore ; and I tell you again, fir, 
ihe loves me, and me only } and ic make y^u nior« 
Angry, I intend to marry her. . 

C L I- 
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CLITANDER. - [Aildc. ' 

Cou*d I have been more cruelly injur'd ? 
DAMIS. 

Our wedding will be no fecret, but you flian*t be 
Aerc— cbufin. 

TRASIMON. 
A coufin, fir, may have fome power over her, and 
diat you {hall know Toon. Your fervant, fir. 

SCENE VII. 
PAMIS, CLITANDER, 
DAMIS. 

How I deteft that fellow ! the ridiculous pedant, 
ifrith his affeded airs of romantic virtue ; a tedious, 
heavy, tirefome brute ! you feem to be mighty curious 
about that pifture, and examine it clofdy. 

CLITANDER. [Afidc. " 

I muft be mafter of myfelf, and diiTemble. 

DAMIS. 

Yott may obferve p^haps, one of the brilliants is 
miffing at the comer there : I was a long chace yefter- 
day, and there was fuch jofiling and pufliing one ano- 
Act ; you muft know I had four pidures loofe in my 
pocket, and this unfortunately met with a mifchance \ 
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thecafti broke, and a brtlliafit droppM out : aa you go 
to town to-tnorn>w, you may call at ¥tin9yt% W$ 
dear, but clever in his way ; I wi(h you'd chufe a 
diamond at his ihop^ as if it wa» for yourielfj for^ 
between you and me, I owe him a few ponnda ; heir, 
take the pi£lure, but don't ihcw k to any body. Your 
fervant* 

CLITA^DER. [Afidc. 

Where am I ? 

DAMIS. 

Well, God be wi'youp Marquis, I ihall depend 
upon you. Take care, be difcreet now. 

CLITANDER. [Afkle. 
Caii he poflibly do it i 

DAMIS. • [RetunuDf. 
I love a difcreet friend : yoii lliall be my confidant: 
ril tell you all my fecrets. Is it poifible for a man to be 
happy, to pofTefs every thing his heart can wi(h for, 
and not tell it to another? wbere's the joy of keeping 
our infipid pleafures to ourfeltes ? one may as wcU 
have no friends as not truft 'em, suid happineft un«» 
communicated is no happinefs at all: I have Aewik- 
you a letter, and a pi Aarc^ but that's not all. 



T H E B A B B L £ R. sii 

CLITANr0E.R.. 
Wiif)- wlrat dfe havt you ? 

DA Mrs. 

Do you know that this very nrght I am to meet hen 

CLIHAIIDXII. [Afide. 
O dreadful! hoiriUet 

Tonightf CUtaiidcr, befbne the ball 
flud unftt^ptSod^ I am to meet her by appointmcntm 

taU^gMvefl* 

^ CLIT ANDES. [Afide. 
. Olam loflj undoae: thislaftcruel fboke— > 

DA MIS. 

xx>t that charming, my fiknd ? doft aot rejoiee 

CtrXANDElt. 
'And will Hbrtenfm meet you- \ , ^ 

DAMIS. ^ 
Mbft certainly juft at dufk I cxpcQ: her ; bu(f the 
declining Am already gives me notice of my approaching 
happinefs : I muft be gone. I'll go to your lodgings, 
I think, and drefs ; let me fee, I muft have two pounds 
of powder for my hair, and fome of the moft exquifite 
peiftidK I then will I return in triumph, and finifh the 
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aSalr immediately.. Do jou, in the mean time, prowl 
about here, that you may have (bme (hare in the hop* 
pinefs of your friend ; I (hall leave you here as my de- 
puty, to keep off impertinent rivals* 

SCENE vni. 

CLITANDER. Aldne. 
How hard a tafk it was to conceal my grief and my 
refentment I after a 'whole year of fiocerdl paAon, 
Mfhen Hoctenfia's heart, weary'd of refiftancct began 
at length to fofcen and relent, for Damis t}iiii to cem^ 
and change her in an infhnt ! ohe fortunate moment 
has done what my long and fathful fervices in vain fo- 
licited : nay, (he even prevented his wilhes, gave this 
young coxcomb that pidure which 1 had fo much bet* 
ter defcrv'd : (he writes to him too I O that letter 
wou'd have kill'd me with cxtacy : and then, to make 
my mifcry compleat, (he has writ to me this morning, 
never to fee her more : this hair-brain*d fellow has got 
hold of her heart, and will carry her off in triumph : 
O Hortenfia, how cruelly haft thou decciv*d me ! 



SCENE 
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CLITANDER, PASQUIN. 
CLITANDER. 
Soy P^uixi) I have found out my rival. 

PASQiJIN. 
L^teedy fir? fo much the worfe* 

CLITADNER. 
Yes : ihe's in love with, that blockhead, Damis. 

PA8QJJIN. 
Who told you To ? 

CLITANDER. 
ffimiUf : the proud ooxoomb boafled to me of the 
ticafure he had fiolen from me. Here, Pafquin, look 
tt this pi&ure ; out of mere vanity he has left it in 
mj hands^ only that he may triumph the more. O 
Hoitenfia, who cou'd ever have beUev'd that Damis 
would fiipplant Clitander ! 

PASQUIN. 
Damis is a good pretty fellow. 

CLITANDER. [CbUarii^ hinw 
Ha ! rafcal, an impertinent young fool, tha t 
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PASQJJIN. 

Very truct fir, and perils^ — but, for heavcn*s 
fake, don't ftrangle me, fir: between you and I, fir, 
he's nothing but a babbler, a prig.— ^ 

CLITANPER. 
• Be he what he wiS, ibe prefev» him tome,. P^ihoi 
therefore now is the lime to caieft thy ufual fkill, and 
ferycme : Hortenfia and myrival are to meet this night 
in the garden, byappaiiitineats find out fome method, 
if poffible, to prevent it. 

PA8QJIIN. 
But, fir.-— * 

CLITAMBftlL 

TkybiattH I kn0w, infertile; take nxmey as^muck 

at theu wilt: for heaven'^ fake dtfappcnnt my rital: 

Whilil he is tricking out bis ihfignificant perfbn, we 

may rohhriti of the happy moment! fince he is a iboh 

let us take the advantage of his folly, and by fbmc^ 

means or other keep him away fifom this place. 

PASQUIN. 
And this you think mighty eafy to be done : why, 
fir, I vmsfd foonqr engage 6oilof> the€our(eof a river, 
a (lag upon a heath, or a bird in the air, a niad^ poet 
repeating his own verfes, a litigious woman that has a 
j&tft in cbaocery, a garibn hunting after a benefice, a 

IVgb- 
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lu^'Wind, a terapeft, or thunder and lightning, than 
« jouhg coxcomb going to a rendezvous with his oiif* 
tre& 

CLITANDER. 
And will you then abandon me to defpair ? 

PASQiJIN. 

Stay : a thought is juft come into my head : let me 
Cte^ Horteniia and Damis have never feen me ? 

CLITANDER; 

Never. 

PASQUIN. 
You have got her pifture ? 

CLITANDER. 

I have. 

PAS(iyiN. 

Good : and you have got a letter that (he wrote you. 

CLITANDJER. 
Ay, and a cruel one it is. 

PASQUIN. 

Her ladylhip*s orders I thiiik to you» never to viftt 
her again. 

CLITANDER. 

It is fo. 

PASQUIN. 
The letter is without a dire<3ion I think i 

CLITANDER. 
lib, rafcal, and what of tliat i 
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PASQjflN. 
' Give mc the pi^ure an4 the letter immediately i 

give them mc, I fay. 

CLITANDER. 
Shall I give a pi^lurc into other hands that was en« 
truftcd to my care ? 

PASQJJIN. 
ConK, come, no ceremony : a pretty fcruple in* 
deed ? give 'em me, 

CLITANDER. 
Well, but, Pafquin-rr— 

P ASQUIN. 
Leave every thing to me, and rely on my difcretion* 

CLITANDER. 
You want to — — 

P ASQJ7IN. 
Away« away : here comes Hortenfia. 

S C E N E X. 

HORTENSIA. KERINE. 

IIORTENSI A. 
What you fay, Ne rine, is very true, Clitander it a 
worthy man ; I know the warmth of bis pafion for 
mc, and the finccrity of it : he is fober, fenfible, con- 
ftant, and difcrcct : I ought to eftccm him^ and lb I 

do| 
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do ; but Damis is my taftc : I find, by the flrugglcs 
of my own heart, diat love is not always the reward of 
virtue j we are always won by an agreeable outfide ; 
and for^ne who is captivated by the perfedions ot the 
Ibu]^ atbouland are caught by the eye ; I bhifli at my 
own inconftancy : but Damis comes no more here, I 
aflure yo^i. 

NERINE. 

What a ftrange humour this is ! how refolutc you 
are! 

HaRTENSIA. 
No : I ought not to be there firft, and pofitivelj I 
will not. 

NERINE. 
Arc you afraid of the firft meeting ? 

HORTENSIA. 
To tell you the truth, Damis ukes up all my 
thoughts : this very day I have had a vifit from .his 
mother, who has greatly increas 'd my prejudices in 
favour of her ion : I fee ihe is extremely eager for the 
match, and prefles it in the wanneft manner : but I 
want to fee the man himfelf in prrvate, and found his 
real fenrimfnts. 

NERINE. 
Voo have no doubt of bis regard for you ? 
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HORTBNSIA. 
None : I bdievct nay I know he loves ime | but I 
want to hear him tell me A> a thoufandand atbouftod 
times orar: I want toiSseif hedefenres my.lovt9 to 
know his temper, his dttrader, and his heart : I 
wott'd not yield blindly to iadmadon, but judge of 
him, if I cou'dy without paffion or prejudioe. 

S C E N E XI. 

HORTENSIA. N£IIIN>S, PASQJJIN. 
PA8QJIIN. 

Xfadam, my mafter Damis has fent me here io ac* 
quaint you privately— 

.HQRTENSIA. 

Is not he coming himfelf ? 

PASQUIN. 

NO) madam. 

NERINE. 

The little vUlain I 

HORTENSIA. 
Not come to me ? 

PASQUIN. 

No, madam : but, as in point of honour he thinks 
himfelf obliged, he has fent you back this portrait. 

HORTENSIA. 

Afypidurc f 
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PASQUIN. 
Pleafe^ to take it, madam. 

HORTENSIA. 

Am I a^ake ? 

PASQUIN. 

Pray, ma'am^ make hafte, for I am really in a 
hurry : I have two more piAures^to carry back for my 
mafter, and two to receive : and fo, madam, till we 
meet again, I am your moft obfequious 

HORTENSIA. 
Perfidious wretch ! I (hall die with grief. 

PASQUIN. 

He defir'd me moreover, madam, to inform you, 
that you need not ogle him any more, an J that for the 
future he fliou'd be glad if you wouM find out fome 
other dupe to laugh atbefides himfdf. 

SCENE xir. 

HORTENSIA, NERINE, DAMIS, PASQUIN. 

D A M I S. [ Atthe fiii^er end of the tiage. 
Here I am to meet the dear objeft of my wiihes. 

PASQUIN. 
Ha ! Damis ! then I am caught ; but Til take 
courage however, and proceed : [he runs up to Damis 
inrd taker him afide.^ I belong, fir, to Ud^j Hv^\\2tT&v^> 
' Vol. IV. . 
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and have the honour to be employed on her little af- 
fairs ; I have, fifj here a billct«doux for you. 

HORTEN6IA. 
What a change is here ! what a reward for my ten- 
der pafiion ! 

D A M I 8. (Reads. 

Let me fee, ha ! bow's this ? <^ You deferve my 
regard, I know the cftcem that is due to your vir- 
tues, but I cannot loVe you.'* Was ever fucb abo- 
minable periidy ? this is what I little expelled indeed ; 
but it fhall be known ; the public (hall be acquainted 
with it : it (hall be no fecret court^ I can aiTure 
her. 

H O R T E N S I A. [ At the other part of the ftage.. 
Could he carry his infamous perfidy fo far as this ? 
DAM 18. 

There, madam, you fee what value I fet on your 
corrcfpondence. [He tears the letter. 

PAS QUI JJI. [Running up to Hortenfia. 

O madam, 1 bluih for his behaviour : you faw him 
tear the latter, which you cohdcfcended to write to 
the ungrateful man. 

HORTENSIA. 
He has fent back my pidure : perifli> thou wretch- 
ed image of niy ineffectual charms ! 
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PAS QJf I N. [Coming bick ib Damit. 
* There, fir, you fee how (he treats you ; ihe has 
thrown away your ptdure, and broke it in pieces* 

DAMIS. 

There are fomc ladies in the world who receive the 
original in a very different manner, I can afliire her. 

HORTENSIA. 
O, Nerine, what a r^ard I had for this ungrateful 
man! Tell me, fellow, [Speaking to Paffuiu^ anti 
giving him money. ^ for whofe fake is it I am thns de- 
ierted ? to what happy ob}e£l am I facrific*d ? 

PASqUIN. 

O, madam, to five or fix beauties, wbwi he pre- 
tends to be in- love with, though he cares as little for 
l^efli as for yourfeif ; but your moft dangerous rival 
is the fair Julia* 



^ Paiquin^t (clieme of deceiving them both by the letter and 
j^Bw it well inMigtii*dt bo^ the execution of it very awkwardly 
aind Inanificially conducted: his ninninar backwards and for- 
wards from one to the other, thclorer and his miftreis being both 
on the ftage togrthtr» whilft the deceit is carry'd on againft them, 
tceether with the abfurdiiy of leaving them together afterwards 
witbout camiB^ to an eclairciflement, are all circumftances to tbt 
laft degree ablurd and improbable. Voltaire's comedies, dio*^ 
they have fome nierit> are not excellent, and this it one of the 
" pooffcit of them* 
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D A M I S. [Coining up to Paiquin. 
. Here, take this ring, and now, tell me.honefliy, 
on what impertinent court fgol your fweet miftreis has 
fix'd her aflfedlions. 

PASQJJIN. 

' No one, fir, deferves her fo well as yourfelf ; but, 
to tell you the truth, there is a certain young abbe 
who ogles her perpetually ; not to mention that I fre- 
quently help her coufin Trafimon over the garden^* 
wall of an evening. 

DAMIS. 

I'm glad on't : this is excellent news ; 111 put it into 
a ballad. 

HORTENSIA. 
I'he worft of it is, Nerine, that to make me fiill 
more unhappy, this affair will make a noife in the 
world, and I (hall be horribly expos'd : come, let us 
be gone, I will retire, and hide my tears. 

P A S QU I N. [To Hortcnfia. 

You have no more commands for me, madam ? 
{To Damis,] Can I be of any further fervice to you, 
fir ? Heaven preferve you both ! 
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SCENE XIII. 

HORTEMSIA, D^MIS, NERINE. 

M R T £ N S I A. [ Returning, 

Why do I ftay in this place I 

DAMIS. 
I ought to be dancing at the ball now* 

H0RTEN8IA. 
He feems thoughtful, but 'tis not on my account. 

DAMIS. 

I am miftaken, or Ihe looks this way; HI e'en 
make up to her. 

HORTENSIA. 

I'll avoid him. 

DAMIS. 

0» fby» Hortenfia, can you fly me, can you avoiil 
me? cruel perfidious woman! 

HORTENSIA. 
Ungrateful mai\, leave me to myfelf, and let me try 
to hate you. 

DAMIS. 

That, madam^ will be an eafy taik^ thanks to y(mr 
infidelity*. 

L3 HOR- 
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HORTENSIA. 
'Tis what I ought to do : ^tis but my duty now, 
thanks to your in^ftice. 

DAMIS. 

And are we met at lafl, Hortenfia, but to quarrel ? 

HORTENSIA. 
How can Damis talk thus, and 'at the {kme time 
affront me, ^d lore another i 0$ Julia, Julia I 

1>AMf 8. 

After your writing mc fiich « letter, madam — 

H6RTEHSIA. 
After your fending back my pidurc, fir 

DAMIS. 

Cou'd I fend back your piAure ? cruel woman ! 

HORTJENSIA- 
Cou'd I ever write a line to you that was not full of . 
love and tendernels ? perfidious man ! 

DAMIS. 

Madam, I will confent to leave the court, to give 
up the pofts I «oj<^, and ail my hopes of future pre- 
ferment, to be defpis'd, and condemn'd by the whole 
world, if ever I fent you back the pi£lure, the pre- 
cious treafure which love entrufbd to my care. 

HOR- 
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HORTENSIA. 
And may I never be lov'd by the dear charmer of my 
foul,- if I ever fent you that letter ! but here, here, un- 
grateful man, is the pidure your infolence return'd 
jse, the reward of tender friendihip, which you de- 
fpis'd : 'tis here, aad can you — — 

DAMI8. 
Ha ! here comes Clitander. 

SCENE XIV. 
HORTENSIA^PAMIS, CLITAND£R,NE]UN£,E/\SQSIN. 
DAMIS. 

My dear marquis, ccMne here; where are yoir^- 
ing ? He, madam, will unravel all. 

HORTENSIA. 
Clitander? why, what does be know of the 
matter? 

DAMI& 

Don't be alarmed, madam, he is my friend, to 
whom I have open*d my whole heart : he is my con- 
fidant, let him beyoiir*s top: you muft, indeed you 

muft. * , 

HORTENSIA- 

Let us be gone this moment, Nerine : O, heav'n ! 
what a ridiculous creature ! 

' L 4 SCENE 



X 
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SCENE XV. 
DA MIS, CLITANDER, PASQUIN. 
DAMIS. 

O, marquis, I am the moft unhappj of men ; kt 
me ffyeak to you ; I muft foDow her : obferve me. 
[To Hcrten/a.'} Stay, Hortenfia; nay> then I muft 
after her. 

SCENE XVI. 

CLITANDBR, PASQJJIN. 

CLITANDER. 

I don^t know what to think of it, Pafquin ; I un- 
derflood, by what you told me, that they had quar- 

rerd. 

PASQUIN. 

I thought fo too : Vm fure I play'd my part : moft 
certainly they have caufe to hate one another ; but, 
for aught I know, a miriutd's time may reconcile 
them again. 

CLITANDER. 
Let us obferve which way they turn. 

PASQUIN. 

Hortenfia feems as if (he was going to her own 
houfc. 

CLI- 
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CLITANDER. 
Damis follows her dofe : by his being behind^ how- 
ever, it looks as if (he fliunn'd him. 

^ASQJJIN. 
She flies but flowly, and the lover purfues. 

CLITANDER. 
She turns her head back, and Damis talks to her^ 
but to no purpofe. 

PASQUIN. 
I fancy not, b it Dajnis ftops her often. 

CLITANDER. 
He kneels to her, but {he treats him with con- 
tempt. 

PASQUIN. 

O, but obferve, now flie looks tenderly upon him : 
if fd, you're undone. 

CLITANDER. 
She is gone into her own houfe, and has difmifs'd 
him : joy and fear, hope and defpair, at once furroundi 
mc -y I. can't imagine bow it will end. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

CLITANDER, DAMIS, PASQJJIK. 
DAMIS. 

O} my dear inarquis» Vai glad youVc here; for 
facaven*B fake, inform me, what can be the kneamiig 
that Hortenfia forbids my coming nigh her ? how hap- 
pcins it that the picture, which, I trufted to you, ii now 
in her hands ? anfwer me. 

ICLITANDER. 
You amaze and confound me. 

DAMIS. [ToVsSqvdn. 
As for yoU) fur rafcal there, the fervant of Hortcn- 
iia, at lead the pretended one, I'll make an end of 
you this moment. 

PA8QJJIN. [ToCBtaoder- 

Protcft mc, fir. 

CXITANDER, [To Damii. 

Well, fir 

DAMIS. 

*Tisinvain — 

CLITANDER. 

Spare this poor fellowj let me intreat you, do. 

DAMIS. 
What Intereft have you in him i 

CLI- 
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CLITANDER. 
I beg it of you,, and ferioufly. 

DAMIS. 

Out of regard to you, I will withold my refent- 
ment ; but tcU me, fcoundrel, the whole black con- 
trivance. 

PASQUIN. 

O, fif, 'tit a moft myfterious affair; but Til let 
you into (bme furprizing fecrets, if you'll promife not 
to reveal *cm. 

DAMIS. 

ril promife nothing, and iniift on knowing all. 
PASQJJIN. 

You (ball, fir, but Hortenfia is coming this way, 
and will overhear us, [To Clitander.'] Come, fir, let 
us to the inafquera^e,and there Til tell you every thing. 

SCENE xviir. . ' 

TRASIMON, NERINE, HORTENSIA, a 
domiDo, with a mafque in her hand. 

TRASIMON. 
Take my word for it, Hortenfia, this young cox- 
comb will cover us with fliame and ignominy, to (hew 
your letters ^d your pidlure about in this public man- 
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ner : 'tis intolerable: I faw them myfelf ; but 111 pu- 
i;iiih the fcoundrel as he deferves. 

HORTENSIA. [ToNerinc. 
Is Julia then fo beautiful lahis eyes? do you think 
he's really in love with her ? 

TRASIMON. 
No matter whether he is or no : but, if he diflionours 
* j'ou, it concerns me nearly j I know a relation's duty, 
and will perform it. 

HORTENSIA. [TeNcrine. 

Do you imagine he is engag'd to Julia ? give mc 
your opinion. 

NERINE. 

One may know that eafily enough from himfelf, 
HORTENSIA. 

O, Nerine, he was exceffively indifcreet ; I ought 
to hate, yet perhaps ftill love him. O, how he wept, 
and fwore he l(/v'd, that he ador'd me, and that he 
wou'd conceal our mutual paflion ^ 

TRASIMON. 

7'here, I'm fure, he fjK)fnis'd more than he will 
perform. 



HOR- 
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HORTENSIA- 
For die lift time, howc^'er, I mean to try btm t * 
he's gone to the mafquerade, there I (hall be Aire to 
find him : you muft difiemble, Nerine : go and tell 
him that Julia cxpe^ him here with impatience : this 
maiqueatleaft will hide mjbluflies: the faithleis man 
wSl take me for Julia : I fliaO know what he thinks 
or her, anJ of mjfelf : on this meeting wiil depend 
my choice or my contempt of him. [To Trqfimom.'] 
You muft not be far off : endeavour, if you can, to 
keep Clitander near you : wait for me here, or here* 
abocits, and I will call you wrhen there is occalion. 

SCENE XIX. 

UORTENSIA alooe, in a damioo, with a miTque io her 
hand. 

At length it b time to fix my wavering affections ; 
«nder the cover of this mafque, and the lome of Ju- 
iia^ I (hall know whether his indifcredon was owing 
to cxcefs of love, or vanity ; whether I ought to par- 
don, or to.<ktefi him: but here he comes. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E XX. 

HORTENSIA^ maiqued, DAMIS. 

. DAMI8. [Not iceiiig Hortnfii. 

This firems to be the favourite fpot for ladici IP 

make their affignations in : well, I'll (oVaw the fa* 

ihion: fafhion, in France, determines every thin^' 

regulates prcrcedency, honour, good-bieeding, inertl^ 

wit, and pleafure. 

.HORTENSIA. lAUf^ 
' The coxcomb ! 

DAM IS. 

IF this affair of mine couM but be known, in 'tito 

year's time the whole court wou'd run mad for love of 
me : a good fetting out here is every thing; ^then ^gle, 
and Doris, and— O there's no counting- tbeni^ fucb i| 
groupe, fuch a fweet profpeA ! O the pretty crea* 

tures 

HORTENSIA. [Afidt. 
Light vain man ! 

DAMIS. 

O Julia, is it you ? I know you in fpite of that en- 
vious mafk : my heart cannot be ttiiftakcn come, 
come, my dear Julia, take off that cruel veil that hides 
thy beauties from me ; do not, in pity do not, conceal 
fboiVfwcct looks, thofe tender fmiles, that were meant 
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to reward tiiac love which they in^ir*d ; thou art die 
only woman upon earth whom I adore. 

HORTENMA. 
Let me fidl you, Damis, you are a ftranger to my 
bwDOUr and difpdttion; I Ihou'd defpife a heart that 
nerer felt for. any woman but mydlf ; I like my lovers 
Ibou'd be more falhionable ; that twenty young ^rt$ 
iiiou'd be hunting after him ; that his paffion for me 
fliou'ddraw him away from a hundred contending 
bcwties; Imuft have fome noUe (acrifice offer'd up 
to me, or 111 neveraccqpt of hisfenrices : a lover lefs 
fAeem'd wou'd^be of no value, I ibou*d defpife him. 
DAMI8. 

' I dan makeyou eafy on that head, my dear ^ I have 
made fome pretty good conquefts, and perhaps as ex- 
pedidoully as moft men : I believe I can boaft of to^ 
lerable fuccefi that way : many a fine woman has run 
after me ; another man wouM be vain upon it : I couM 
reckon up a few of your nice ladies who are not over 
coy to me. 

HORTENSIA. 
Well, but who, who are they ? 

DAMIS. 

. Only gtye the word, my Julia, and I begin the (ai- 
^ifice ; there is, firft^ the little Uabel iecondly, the 
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lively fmart ErminJ^ ^ tfien there's Clarke, JEgltf 

Doris — ^ • 

HORTENSIA. 
Poor pitiful ofFerings, I cou'd have a hundred' luch 
every day : thefe will never do :' they are lo/d, and 
turn*d ofF again twenty limes m a week : let me have 
fome refpe^ble names, women of character, fuch as 
I may triumph over without a blufli : if you cou'd 
reckon amongft your captives, one, who, before fhefaw 
the incomparable Damis, was invulnerable, one who 
in all adibns paid thedriflvft regard to decency and 
decorum, fome modeft prudent fair, who never felt a 
weaknefs but for you, that wou'd be the woman. 

D A M I S. [Sitthig down by her. 

Now then, obfcrve me : I have a miftrefs who ex- 
a£Uy refemblcs in every feature the picture you have 
drawn : but you wou'd not have me be fo mdifcreet as 
to 

HORTENSIA. 
Not for the world. 

DAMIS. 

If I was imprudent enough to tell her name, I 

(hou'd call her llortenfia. Why do you fiartk at 

it } I think not of her whilft my Julia's here : (be is nei- 
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thcr young nor bandfome when you are by : befides, 
there is aircrtain young Abb^ who is very familiar with 
her ; and, between you and I, her coufin Trafinion 
is too apt to come to her in an evening over the gar- 
den wall. 

HORTENSIA. [Afule. 
To join calumny' thus to his infidelity, execrable 
villain ! but I muft diflemble : pray, Damis, on what 
Tooting are you with Hortenfia ? does (he love you i 

DAMIS. 

to diftradlion, that's the truth of it. 

HORTENSIA. [Afide. 
Impudence and falfehood to the higheft degree ! . 

DAMIS. 

. 'Tis even fo, I aflure you, I wQu'd not tell you a 
lye for the world. 

HOETENSIA. [Afidc. 

The villain ! 

DAMIS. 

But what (ighiiies thinking about her ? we did not 
meet here to talk of Hortenfia : come, let us rather— 

HORTENSIA. 

1 can never believe Hortenfia wou'd ever have given 
herifelf up fo totally to you. ' 
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DAMIS. 

I tell you, I have k under her own hand. 

. HOKTENSIA. ^ . - 

I don't believe a word of it. 

DAMIS. ' 7 

*Tis infulting me to doubt it. 

HORTENMA, 
Let me fee it then. : ^.it 

PAMIS. 

You injure me, madam : tt^ere^ read, perhaps: yea 

know her hand. ... >,^; 

(GWes her the lietter. 

HORTENSIA. C^amafting. 

I do, villain, and know your treachery : at length 
I have in fome meafure atoned for my foUy,^ and have 
luckily recovered 'both fh^ pifture^^d the letter, which 
I bad ventured to trulFin fficb unworthy hands: 'tis 
done : now Tralimon, and Ctitander, appear. 

S C EN E XXI. 
HORTENSIA, PAMIS, TRASIMON, CLITANDER. 

HORTENSIA. [ To Clitander. 
If I have not yet Al^nded you beyond a poi&bility of 
pardon i if you can ftill love Hortcnfia, my hand, my 
fortune, and my life are your's. 

CLI- 
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-CLITANDER. 
O Hortenfia, bdiold at your feet a defpairing lover, 
' who receives your kind offer with joy, and tranfport. 

TRASIMON. [ToDamis. 
Did not I tell you, fir, I (bou'd bring her to a right 
: way of thinking ? this marriage, fir, is my making : 
, now, Damis, fiire you well, and benceforthi learn to 
^ diflEanble better, or never attempt it more. 

DAMI8. 

^Jiift heaven ! for the future how iball I venture to 
fpcakataU? 
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Mr. FALKNER, an Englilh Merchanf, 
Since AmbafladcTr at Constantinople, 

WITH 

The Tragedy of ZARA. 

My dear friend, 
TT" O U are an Englijhmariy and I a native of France i 



X but all lovers of the fine arts are fellow^citizens : 
men of tafte and virtue have pretty nearly the fame 
principles in every country, and form one general com- 
mon-weal : it is no longer therefore matter of aftoniA- 
mcnt to fee a French tragedy dedicated to an Englijhmariy 
or an Italian^ any more than it wou'd have been, in 
the days of antiquity, for a citizen of Ephefus^ or of 
Athens^ to addrcfs his performance to a Grecian of fomc 
other city : I lay this trafgedy before you therefore as 
my countryman in literature, and my moft intimate 




friend. 
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I (ball, at the fame time, have the pleafure of infoTiti- 
ing my brother Frenchmen here ia what light traders 
are look'd upon amongft you, what regard the Engltjh 
have for a profeflion fo eflential to the welfare of their 
kingdom, and the honour which they have to repre- 
fent their country in parliament, in the rank of legi- 
flators : Though trade is defpifed by our petits-maitres, 
who, you know as well as myfelf, both in England 2nd 
France^ are the moft contemptible fpecies of bcin;; 
that craul upon the face of the earth. 

My further inducement to correfpond with an ErgHjh' 
many rather than any other man, on fubjcfts of liter- 
ature, arifes from your happy freedom of thought, 
which never fiuls to infpire me with bolder ideas, and 
more nervous exprefliv-n. ♦ ' Whoever converfcs 
with mc has, for the time at leaft, my heart at his 
difpofal J if his fcntiments are lively and animated, 
he inflames mc : if he is ftrong and mrvous, he 
raifes and fupports me : the courtier, who vs all 



* The paffagcs which I have inclos'd between afteiijks, a:id 
mnrkM thus * " arc, in the original, written in a familiir kinJ 
cr vtiles, connriin^ of ei^lit iyJabics, which Mr, Fcliaire it, ia 
moil of his Ittri i s, tond intciniing.L"g with hi; prole : tbercadvr 
will eafily peiccive that, however agreeable thofe rliimcs mi^^ht be 
to a French ear, both the fubjeft amd ftile, in the neater jort of 
tl:cni, are of fuch a nature, as not to admit of an tngU/b poeticul 
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diffimulation, makes me infenfibly as 2iffcdxd and 
CQiiftrain'd in my behaviour as himfelf ; but a bold 
and fearleis fpirit gives me fentiment and courage: 
I catch fire from him, juftas young painters, brought 
up under le Maine or ArgUkre^ catch the freedom 
of their mailer's pencils, and compofe with their 
fpirit : thus Virgil admir'd Horner^ foUow'd his fteps, 
and, without being a plagiary from him, became 
his rival/ 

You need not be apprehenfive of my fending you, 
with this piece, a long apology and vindication of it : 
I might indeed have told you, why I did not make 
Zara more determin'd to embrace chriftianity before 
flie knew her father y why fhe keeps the fecret from 
her lover, &c. but thofe who have any judgment, or 
any juftice, will fee my reafons without my pointing 
them oiit ; and as for thofe criticks who are predeter- 
mine not to believe me, it wou'd be loll labo^ to give 
them any reafons at alL 

All I can boail of is, that the piece is tolerably 
fimple ; a perie&ion, in my opinion, that is not to be 
defpis'd. 

. « This happy fimplicitywa§ one of the diftinguifliing 
beauties of learned antiquity; 'tis pity you EngHJh- 
don't introduce this novelty on your ftagp-^ yuh(ck 

VoL^ IV. M 
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is fo fSl'd with horror, gibbets, and aiurtfam : pnki 
more trudi into your dramadc-*. performaiices^ tad 
more noble images: Addifim kM endeavoured at it: 
lie was the poet of the wife, bat he was tat^ faS^ 
aAd, v» his boafled Cato, the two giils are mlty-verf 
infipid ckaraders : imitate from the great M^fm 
only what is good ; poli A a little the nide tnaimen 
of your wild mufe \ write for all times, and all agei» 
for f^me, and for pofterity, and transfiift into year 
Dorics the (tmplictty of your manners* - 

But I wou'd not have your Englijh poets imagiiM^ 
that I mean to give them Zara as a model : I preach 
(implicity to them, and eafy numbers, butlwouMnec 
be thought to fet up for the faint of my own feraion:' 
if Zara has met widi fuccefs, I owe it not ib much to 
the merit of the performance, as to the tendemefs of 
the love fcenes, which I was wife enough to execute 
as well as I poffibly cou'd : in this I flatter'd the tafle of 
my audience ; and he is generally fure to fucceed, whb 
ta?ks more to the paffions of men than to their reafbn ; 
if we are ever fo good chriftians, we muft have a little 
love befides : and I am fatisfy'd the great Corneitte was 
much in the right of it, not to confine himielf, in hit 
PoIyeaSfe^ merely to the breaking of the ftatues of Ju- 
piter 
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fker by the new converts : for fuch is the depravity of 
bmnao kind, thatpeiiiaps 

• The pious (bul of P&fyes^i wou'd have but littte 
faipiraifw. on the audience, and even the chriftiaa 
verfes he declaims wouM have been receiv'd with 
mttempt, if it had not been for his wife's pai&on for^ 
her ftvourite heathen) whowas certainly more worthy 
of her love than the good devotee her hufband/ 
Ahnoft die fame accident happened to Zara: all my 
fticods, who frequent the theatre, aflur'd me, that if 
file had been only converted^ (he wou'd not have been 
kalf ib intereftif^ : but (he Was in love with the mod; 
jftuSoSi leUgion in thft\worid> and. that has made her ^ 
fortAine : I cou*d aot however exped to efcape cenfure* 
. * Many an inexorable critick has carp'd at and flalh'd 
me, and many a remorfelefs jdler has pretended that 
I only filch'd an iniprobabk Romance, which I had 
not the (enfe to improve^ that I have lamed and 
/poal'd the (ubje&i thatthe.cataftiophe is unnaturd: 
they even prognofiicated the dreadful hiis with which 
a dilgufted puhhc falu^ a mi&rable poet : but I de* 
ijpiis'd their cenfure$, and ri(k*d my play upon the 
ibge ; the public was more favourable than they ex« 
pcfifidt stt 1 ddaa'^d > inftfiad^.hiflbi, it was receiv'd 
Mth fliotits : tears flow'd almoft fioica 
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I am not puff'd up with my fuccefs, I afilire you I 
am no (Iranger to all its faults. . I know very well.it 
is abfolutcly indifputablc, that before we can make 
a pcrfed vrotk^ we muft -Tdi ourfelves to the devil^ 
iii'hich was what I did not chufe to do/ 

I do not flatter myfdf that the EngU/b will do Zgra 
the fame honour they have done to Brutus^ a* tranfli- 
tion of which has been play'd at London : they tell us 
here, that you have neither devotion enough to be af- 
, fe£bd by old Lufignan^ nor tendemefs to feci for Zmr : 
you love a confpiracgr better than ai> intrigue : upon 
your ftage, they ,% the word, country, is furc of 
getting a clap» and fo is, love, upon ours ; but tO:&y 
the truth, you have as much love in your tragedies as 
we have : if you have not the reputation of being ten- 
der, it is not that your ftage heroes are not in love, 
b-jt that they feldom cxprefs their paffion naturally : 
our lovers talk like lovers ; yours like poets. 

But if the French are your fuperiors in gallantry, 
there are many things which, in return, we may bor- 
row of you : to the EngUJb theatre I am indebted for 
the liberty which I have taken of bringing the names 
of our kings and antient £unilies upon the ftage : a 



• Mr. Ve^are was nuftaken la this Dtrticolar, as bo tncfla- 
« of his Bmtus was ever exhibited on toe EMgl{/b Ib^^e. 

novelty 



[ 247 ] 

novelty of this kind may perhaps be the means of in- 
troducing -amongft us a fpeclcs of tra^. dy hitherto un- 
known, and which we feem to wnnt. Some happy 
geniuiles will, I make no doubt, rife up, who will 
bring tb perfedlion that idea, of which Zara is but a 
^i^ht (ketch : as long as literature meets with protec- 
tion in FroKCij we fhall always have writers enough : 
nature every day forms men of talents and abilities ; 
we have nothing to do but to encourage and employ 
them : but if thofe which diftinguifh themfelves are 
not fupported by fome honourable recompence, and by 
the ftill more pleafing charm of admiration, all the 

- fine arts muft foon perifh, even though fb many edifices 
.;bav^ been raised to fhelter and prote£l them : the noble 

plantation of Louis XIV. woa'ddie away for want of 
culture: the public might ftill have tafte, but there 
wou'd be no eminent matters : the fculptor in his ac^jde- 
iSiy wDu'd fee a number of indiiierent pupils about him, 
but never have the ambition to imitate Girardon and 
. Pujet :. the pabter wou'd reft fatisf/d with excelling 
bis cotemporaries, but wou'd never think of rivalling 
P$uffin : may the fucceilbrs of Lewis XIV. always fpl-^ 
low the example of that great monarch, who infpir'd 

- every artift with emulation ! encoarag'd at the fame 
time z Ractnt and a Fan- Robots : he carry'd our com- 

M 3 mercc 



snerce and our glory to the furtheft part of the glcibci 
and extended his bounty to foreigners of all nationsi 
who were aftoniib'd at the fame and rewards which our 
court beftow'd upon thenoi : wherever merit appeai'4^ 
it found a patron in Louis XIV. 

Where'er that bounteous ftar its influence flied. 

Fair merit raisM her long-declining head ; 

His royal hand fpread honours, wealth, and fame, 

Then Viviani, then Caffini came : 

t^nvtm refused a gift from Francit dirone, 

Or ifewttn too, thoo know*ft, bad been our own : 

Thefe are the deeds that raife our GMdft hsMt^ ' 

Tfaefe, LmU^ wi(l immortalife thy name. 

And truly make Ihee, what thou wert dciigiiM, ' *' 

The univerfal monarch of mankind. 

You have no foundations equal to the. munificent do* 
nations of our kings ; but then jour people fupplies the 
want of them : you don't Aand in need of royal favour 
to honour and reward fuperior talents of every kind. 
Suel and Vanbrugh were comedy writers, and at the 
f^me time members of parliament : the primacy given 
to Dr. TilUtfin^ NawtM honourM with an impor- 
tant tmft. Prior made an ambaflador, and Addijon a . 
minifter of ftote, are but the common and ordinary 
confrcjumces of the regard which you pay to merit. 
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aod to great men : you he;^ riches on thetn whUft 
they live, and ereds monuments and ftatues to them 
after their death : even your celebrated aiSlrefTes have 
places in your churches^ near the great poets. 

* Your Oldfieldy and her predece/Ibry Braagir'^ 
dU^ in confideration of their having been fo agree* 
able to the public when in their prime, their courfe 
finiih'd, were, by the confent of your whole siMon^ 
honoured with a pompous funeral, and their remains 
carryM under a velvet pall, and lodgM in. your 
church with the greateft magnificence : their fpiritB^ 
no doubt, are ftiU proud of it, and boaft of the 
honour in the fiutdes below: whilft the divine 
MbJffTi.f : who .,was, far Qiore worthy of ,it, oou'4 
icarce obtain leave to deep in a church»yard> and 
the amiable Li Caitvnur^ whofe eyes I clos*d, cou'd 
HOC even fi> mach as obtain two wax->upers and a 
eofliin; Mon£- di Laubinim^ out of charity, car« 
jy^d away her corpfe by night in a hackney-coach 
tb the 1)anks of the river : do you not even no#' 
^ the god of love breaking his arrows in a rage, 
and Me^mem in tears, baniihing herfelf from that 
ungrateful place which le Couvreur had fo long 
adom'd r 



Bat 
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'But emy thing, in Aefe our days, cbnlpires to radnte 
Frame to that date of barhariftn from which Lmi 
XIV. and cardinal Richliiu had ddiver'd her : a curie 
on that peiiej which knows not the value of die fy^t 
arts f the world is peopled with nations as powerful as 
our own; how happens it then that we look on them 
-with lb little efteem ? for the (ame reaibn perhaps that 
we defpife the company of a rich man, whofe mind ii 
taftcleis and uncultivated : do not imagine that this 
empire of wit, tbb glory of being the univeHal model 
for mankind, is a trifling diftindion, it is the infidlible 
mark of the grandeur of a kingdom: under the 
greateft princes the arts have alwap llourifli'd, and 
their decay is often fucceeded by that of the ftate itfelf : 
hlftory will fupply us with ample proofs of it ; but this 
wou'd lead me too'&rOut of my fuhjtSt: I ihall finilh 
this letter, which is already too long, with alittle perfor- 
mance, which naturally demands a place at the head of 
this tragedy; an epiftle, in verfe, to the aflrefs who 
play'd the part of Znra ; I owe her at leaft this com- 
pliment for the manner in which (he acquitted herfclf 
on that occafion. 

* For the prophet of Mecca never had Greek or 
Arabian in his feraglio fo beautiful or fo genteel: 
her black eyes, fo finely arch'd and full of tender- 

* nefs. 
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aefty with her excellent voice, mien and carrii^) 
ieknded my performance againft every auditor that 
.had a mind to be troubIefi>me : but when the reader 
^catcbM me in hif clofet^ all my honooTf I fear» 
will be loft.' 

AdicUf mydear friend^ continue to cultivate philo* 
Ibphy and the Belles'lcttert, without forgetting to 
iend yourlhipi to the Levant. 

I have the honour to remain^ Ucs ' 
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S E C O N D L E TTE R 

T O 

Mr. F A L K N E R, 

Then Ambaflador at Const AKtiKOPLE,,. 
From the Second Edition of the Tragedy of ZARA*^ 

My dear friend, 

FO R your new dignity of ambaflador only maker 
our friendlbip more refpe^bble, and fliall not' 
prevent my making ufe of a title even more facred than 
that of minifter ; the name of Friend U much above 
that of, your Excellency. I now dedicate to the am- 
bafTador of a great king, and a free nation, what I had 
before addrefs'd to a plain citizen, and an English 
merchant : thofe who know how much commerce' is 
refpeSed in your country, muft know that a tnule£- 
man is there fometimes a legiflator^ a good officer^ 
and a public minifter. 

Some ridiculous people, who had falVn in with the 
faftiion, of paying refpeft to nothing but nobility, 
thought proper to laugh at the novelty of a dedicaticn 
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to a man who had nothing but merit to recommend' 
him : who took the liberty, on a ftage facred to ca<- 
lumny and bad tafte, to infult the author of that dedl- 
caCton, and to^ieproach the gentleman to whoi^ it was ^ 
addres'd for being a merchant: but we muft not, fif, 
impute to our whole nation an aflFront fo grofs and 
'Uiberal^that people, ever (is uncivilis'd, wou'd have been 
afiiam'd to commit* The magiftrates of our police, 
who are confiantly employ'd in redifying abufes of. this 
kind, were, tb the laft degree, furpnVd at It: but the* 
contempt and ignominy with which the public have 
branded the acknowledg'd author of this indignity^r 
are^ I hope, a frefli proof of French politenefs : thofei: 
vktues,. which form the chara^ei: of a whole people^) 
are often, contradifted, and, as it were, caird in. 
queftion by the vices of an individual : there were fome 
voluptuaries, we kiiow, even at Lacedamon \ there have 
been low and foolifli fellows in England ; men without; 
tafte,orgpodbreeding,at i/if^m; and fothereare in P^Zr*. 



* Mr. FaDcner^ and fome odier gentlemen of . chara^ler, veere 
affix>nted at the iTjeatreltaUemte at Pari*, by fome injurious re- 
ie^tioxif dirown ot|| upon them in a ^ontempubie farce exhibited ; 
their, which was hif$M by the audience. 

YiMl. 
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You will, I hope, forget them, fir, as ihtj are forgot- 
ten by the world, and receive this fecond mark of my 
refpeds : they are due to you ftill more than they wete 
before, as tliis tragedy has made its appearance it 
London. It has been tranflated, and a&ed with (o much 
fucctfs, and the author of it fpoken of with fo xonA 
regard and politenefs, that I ought to return my pub- 
lic thanks to the whole nation. 

I do not know how to acquit my obligations to you 
by any other means, than acquainting my countrjrmen 
here with the particulars of the tranflation, and re* 
pre&ntation of Zara on the EngUJh ftage. 

Mr. /////, a man of letters, and one who feems to 
underftand the theatre better than any EngHJb author, 
did me the honour to tranflate this piece, with the 
dt'lign of introducing fomething new on your ilage, 
both with regard to the manner of writing tragedies, 
and of repeating them. I (hall fpeak, by and by, of 
tlie reprefcutation. 

The art of dccUiming was for a long time amongll 
you intirely out of nature ; moft of your tragic actors 
exprefled themfclves more like poets feizcd with 
rapturous enthufiafm, than like men infpired by 
a real p:iffion. Several of your comedians were 
even more intolerable^ they roared out their verfcs with 

an 



^an impetuous fury, that was no more like the 
n?itural tone, than convulfions and diftortions are to 
.aneafy and noble carriage. This air of riot and tu- 
'jmult ieemed iutirely foreign to your nation, which, is 
-joatiirally fober and grave, even to fuch a degree, as 
frequently to appear , cold and unanimated in the eye 
pf a flranger» Your preachers never indulge themr 
felves in a declamatory tone, and . you would laugh at 
.a pleader at the bar, who ihould work himfelf up 
. ioto apaffion:. the players were the only outragious 
let of people in the kingdom, pur a<Sors and ac- 
trefTes alfo, particularly the latter, were guilty of this 
for many years. M. le Couvrettr was the firll who 
broke them of It : thus an Italian writer, a man of 
j;reat fenfe arid parts, Ipeaks of her: 

La legiacha Couvreur fola non trotta 
Per qudia ftrade dove i fuoi compagm 
Van di galoppo .tutti quanti in irotta, 
Se auvien ch'ella pianga, o che fi lagni 
... £enza quelli urli fpaventoii loro 

Ti muove fi che in pianger I'accompagm. 

The fame change which le Cvuvrmr ejred:ed on our 
Ibge, Mrs. Cibper brought about on your's^ in the part 
$S Zara : how aftoniihing it is, that in every art it 

iOlould 



ihould be fo long before we arrive at die fimple and' 
the natural ! 

A novcky that mud appear ftil! more extraordinary 
to a Frenchman is, that a gentleman of your coun— 
try a man of rank and fortune, fhould oondefcend 
to piay the part of Ofman. It was an interefting cir- 
cumftance to fee the two principal charaders reprc- 
fcnted) one by a perfon of condition, and the other by. 
a young adrefs not above eighteen years of age, who 
had never repeated a line before in her life. This in* 
fiance of a gentleman's exercifing his talents for de- 
clamation, is not lingular amongft you ; it is perhaps- 
more farprifing that we ihould wonder att it : we 
ought certainly to reflcd, that every thing in this" 
world depend:; upon cuftom and opinion : the court of ' 
France h;ive dajic'd on the ftage with the a£k>rs of the ■ 
opci a, and we thought there was nothing ftrange in 
it, but that the fafhioji of this kind of entertainment 
fhould be dil'continucd. Why fbould it.be more ex- 
traoxiiinary for people to write than to daoce in pub- 



* This gentleman wh om Mr. Voltairi calls a man of rank 

and fortune y and a perfon tf condilion^ uho was fo L utuiefctttdiu^^ 
^-:is nothing more than a ntpbcw of Aaron f/.'/>*s, who hail 
more puflion tliaii genius for the ftagt, »Ld phy d the part of 
(fman fo cxtcr;ibly, that he was hliVd off, snil ni\ir, 1 bclievi;, 
mutlc his apj'caiunte there afterwaids. 
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Re? is dieite any difference betweien tfieie two^ aitH. 
except that the one is as much above the other, as the 
perfeSSooB of the mind are fuperibr to thofe of the 
body $ I have find k befoie^ and I (ay 4b iUIl, node of 
tbe ipolite aits are contemptibte;. and to be afham'd o& 
taknti of any ktnd^ is of all things, the moAr 

I come now to the tranflatTon of Zaray and* the* 
change which has been made amongft you. with regard^ 
to the drama. 

Yotf had a firang^ cuftom, wMtfa even Mr. Ad- 
ilifith the chaileft. of your writersy adopted, b. often- 
does cuftoi9 get the t^ter of ienie and reaibn ; I 
mean, . the ridiculous cuftom of finifhing ev^ry stEt by 
vcrfqs in: a different tafte from the reft of the piece, 
which verfes ufoaily confided of a fimilee. Phadray 
asihe leaves the ftage, compares herfelf to a bitchy 
Cato to a . rock, and Cleopatra to children that cry 
themfelves afleep. The tranflator of Zara was the 
fiift. who dafed to maintain tae righiB of nature 
againft a cuflom. ib diredly o|^:lte to her -He 

profcrib*d 



* A petioR tHMcatuanted with the Englijh ftage woold r.atu- 
nlty imsgine, from Mr. Folimr€*% di?rai^er of Adxrot^ KiU^ that 
lie was one of the greateft poets we ever had ; an J yet, ib realhy, 
nothing can be more laboured, ftifif, and Maut^ than his ftiie 
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profcrib-d this cufftom, well knowing tbat paflion 
Should always fpeak its own language^ and that the 
poet fliould difappear, to make room for the hero. 

Upon , this principle he has traxiflated plainly, and 
without any unneceflary ornaments, all the fimple 
^verfcs of the piece, which muft have been entirely 
fpolled by an endeavour to render them beautiful, 
fuch as. 

On ne peut defirer ce qu^on ne connoit pas. 

J' cufle ete pres du Gange efolavc des faux dieux 
Chrcticnne dans Paris, Mufulmane en oes lieux. 

Mais Orofmanc m'aime, & j'ai tout oublie 

Non, la reconnoifiance eft un foible retour 
Un trlbut orTeuiljit, trop peu fait pour Tamour. 

Je mc croirois hai d'etre ainie •foiblemcnt. 

Je vcux avev exces vous aimer & vous plaire 

L'art nc'ft pas fait pour toi, tu n'en a pas belbin* 

L'art le plus innocent tient de la perfidie. 

an 1 rxprcffion in cvci-y one of hit pieces, though he was not 
«vit)ioiit tnftc, and Ibntiment. But if Mr. Foltaire had not been 
iway'd mere by prejudice than judgment, he would not lb nAly 
have coiidcinn'd our theatre, nor placed JJJifia at the head « 
our Jiomtic whten, 

AH 
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All the vcrfcs that arq in this fine tafte of fimpli-i 
city, arc rendcr'd word for word [into EngUJh : they 
might very cafily have been adom'd, but the tranfla- 
torjudg'd 'in a different manner from feveral of my 
countrymen; he liked the verfes, and retained there- 
fore all the fimpllcity of them ; the ftile indeed ought 
always to be agreeable to the fubje£l; Jlzira^ Brutus^ 
and Zaroy for example, required three difierent kinds 
of verfification : if Berenice complained of Titus^ and 
Ariadne of Thefensj in the ftile of Cinna^ neither Be^ 
renice nor Ariadne would pleafe or afied us \ we caa 
Qjrver talk well of love, if we fearch after any other 
ornamentt but tniA and funplidty. 

This is not the place to examine whether it be .right 
or wrong, to put fo much love into .our dramatic per- 
formances : I will even allow it to be a fault, but it is 
a iaiilt which wilT always be iiniverfal ; nor do I know 
what name to give that fault, which is the delight of 
all oiankind: one thing I am fetisfyM of, that the 
French havd fucceeded better in it than all other na- 
tions, antient and modcan, put together : love ap-' 
picars on our ftage with more decorum, more delicacy,' 
nd truA, than we meet with on any other ; and the 
ic^fon is, becaufe of all nations die French are bejfl* 
'acquainted' with focicty ; the perpetual Commefce 
lib 'vc^ 
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zni ifli€iccw;ie of Ac two fezeSy cany'd on widi (• 
much vivacity and good breeding) has introduc'd 
amongfl- us a politends unknown to all the worid but 
euriclvcs. 

Sodetj prindpdljr depends on the fiur iex: all tbotk 
nations who aie ib unhappy as to confine their womea 
aie unfodahk : the aufierity of your maoness^ your 
political <|aanels» and religious wai«t that reador'd 
you favage and barbaious, dcprit'd you^. even doim 
U> the age of CSbsr^ II. of the plaafiires of iboety, cvc^ 
in the bofem of libeity: die poets tbcfldbce^ iiBidKr 
ef your coiHiay» nor of any ochcTt hmw mf tbmg 
of the manner in which >e¥e ought tdtbt umteL..: * 

Good comedy was utterly unknown amongft us dlt 
the days of Moliere ; as was the art of expreffing our* 
fentlmeots with delicacy dll thofe of Soiini^ hecaufe 
fcdety had not. attained to any degite of pecfeAionbe-t 
fore that time : a poet cantiot paint in hb dotau 
manners which he has: never feen ; and wou^ iboncr 
write a hundred odes and epiftles than onefcene where 
nature muft fpcak : your Dryden^ who was in other 
rerpe6b a great genius, put into the mouth of his heroes 
in love, either high-flown drains of rhetorical flourifby 
or fomething indecent, two things equally oppofite to 
tcQdernc£i«. 

If 
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If Mr. Racine makes Titus fay, 

Depuis cinq ans entiers chaque jour je la vcis 
' '£tcro! toujours la voir pour la premiere fois. 

Your Drjdin makes Ant$fiy fay, 

h ow I lov*d» 
Witneft ye days and nights, and all ye hours. 
That danced away with down upon your feet, 

• As all your bufineis were to count my love, 
Ohe day paft by, and nothing faw but love ; 
Another came, and (Ull 'twas only love : 

; The funs were weary'd out with looking on. 
And I unm'd with loving ■ ■ ■ 

It Is very difficult to cooceive that Jmtn^ fhou*d ever 
rqrfly talk thus. p^ CUspdtra. In the fame play, CU>^ 
/tfM fpcalu thus to .liWsfjif : 

Coine to ne, oDme «iy foldier, to my arm9» 
You've been too longaway from my embraces i . 
. Bitf when I have you fail, and all my own. 
With broken murmurs, and with amorous iighs^ . 
. I'll (ky, you were unkind, and punilh you. 
And .mark you red with many an eager kiis. 

It IS not improblc but that Cleopatra might frcquchtljj 
talk thus, but indecencies of this kind are not to b9 

rcprcr- 
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reprcfcntcd before a rcfpcAable audience: foine of 1 
your countrymen may perfiaps fay, this is pure na- ' 
ture ; but we may tell them in anfwcr, that if it be foi 
it is that nature which ought carefully to be conceaPd; 
it {hews but little knowledge of human nature, to 
imagine that we can pleafe the more by prefenting 
thefe liccniious images ; on the contrary, it is (hutting 
up the avenues to true pleafure : where every thing is 
at once difcovcr'd, we are dil'guftcd j there remains no 
more to look for or dcftre ; and in our purfuit of plea- 
fure we meet with languor and ditiety : this is the rca- 
fon why thofc, wjio are truly qualify 'd for fociety, 
tafie pleafurcs far more cxquifite than grolTer appclites 
can have any idea of: the fpeAators, in this cafe, 
are like lovers who are fatiated by too quick poflef- 
(lOn^^dBrofc ideas whkh, when brought too clpfe, 
wou'd make us bluib, Ihou'd be feen as it were thro* 
a cloud. It is this veil to which, to a right mind, they 
are pidebted for all their charms : there is no pleafore 
without decorum *. The French are certainly better 
acquainted with this than any other nation upon earth; 



* There is no exprcflion in the Englijb Innguagc wliich fulljr 
comprchcndt^ the mcaiiing of tli^ French woni Bie*tfitmcf^ which 
potwitViliinding, unfoitiinatcly for a traiiHator, being a favourite 
ptu afc, I ecu 1-6 in almoil every page : as does alio the word AVrrvrfr, 
tor which we have no term in all rclpc^s ^oiTdpondent to it. 

not 
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not bccaufe they are without genius and fpirit^ as the 
unequal and impetuous Dryden has ridiculoufly aflert- 
ed } but becaufe, ever fince the regency of jtnne of 
Jhftria^ they have been the moft fociable and the moll 
polifh'd people in the univerfe : and this polirencfs is 
not an arbitrajy thing, like what they call civility, but 
a law of nature, which they have happily cultivated 
fiir beyond any other nation. 

. The tranflator of Zara has, almoft throughout his 
whole piece, ftricSUy obferv'd thofe decencies of the 
fiage which are commoft to us both \ but there arc, at 
the fame time, fome places where he has intirely ad- 
hered toantient cuftoms. 

For inftance, when in the Englijh piece Ofinan comes 
to tell Zara that he can no longer love her, (he anfwers 
him by rolling upon the ground: the Sultan is not 
mov'd at feeing her in this ridiculous pofture of de* 
fpair, and yet the moment after is aftonifhy at Zara*s 
weeping, and cries out, 

Zara^ thouwcep'ft. 

He fliou'd have faid to her before, 

Zaroy thou roll'ft upon the ground, 
Infomuch that thofe three words, Zara^ thou iveeplfty 
which have fo fine an ejffeft on our ftage, have none on 
your;;, becaufe they were difplac'd : thofe familiar and 
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fimple expreffions derive all their power from the man- 
ner iu which they are introduc'd. My lord^ you changi 
aufttiuanee^ is nothing of itfelf : but when thefe words 
are pronounced by Mithridatesy we ibudder at them* 

To fay nothing but what we ought to fay, and that 
in the manner in which it ought to be (aid, is a point of 
pcrfe£lion which the French have come nigber to than 
the writers, myfclf excepted, of other countries : on 
this fiibjeS we have, I think, a right to didate to them : 
you can teach us perhaps greater and more uieful thir^ 
we ought ta acknowledge it. The French^ who have 
wrote againft fir Ifaac Newtori^ difcoveries, with re- 
gard to light and colours, are alham'd of it ; thofe who 
oppofc his fyftcm of gravitation will foon be ftill more 
fo. 

You ought to fubmit to our rules of the ftage, as we 
fubmit to your philofophy : we have made as good ex- 
periments on the human heart, as you have in pbyfics : 
the art of pleafing fcems to be the art of Frenchmen'^ 
the art of thinking is all your own. Happy are thofe, 
fir, who, like you, can unite them. 

lam, SIR, &c. 
£nd of the FoxjKTH Volume* 



